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To the Choiſe hand of Approved Gallantry, 
ROBERT Donn Eiq3 


Sir, C .- 
SSS<A His Veſlcd], with her ſmall 
= (a9 Freight(not deſpairing of ather 


& Harbour )-moves to put in to 
over the Haven of your con 
The Greateſt Tempeſt ſhe rides under, is. 

_ the Owners feares, which one benigne- 

Beame from you Calmes and Diſperſes : 

Acceptance Dignifies the Adventure, and: 

Crowns his Endeavours ; who, yet a ſtran- 

ſer, is Ambitious tobe Endetnized (with: 


ardon, and Permiſſion.) - J 


_ -- Your Servant. 


| Jo, Tartran; ; 


The Perſons; 


Smallfaith, A declining Magiſtrate, 
—_— C Magiſtrates continued. 


Folly, The Court Foole. 
Tocky, 


zilh. Erwo Scots-Beggers. 


Scarefoole, a Scot Souldier. 
Reſolution, an Engliſh Souldier. 
FWorn-0ut, a Courtier, 
Downfat, a Lawyer. 

Soonegul d, a Citizen, 
Leymedown, his Wife. 

Mrs Smallfaith, 

Anything, a Parſon. 

A Seminary. 

Trapheire. 

Pinckcarcafe. C 42 bow 
Townſhift. < Blades of the Times: - 
Drawforth, | | 

| on Two Bubbles. 

A Crue of Country People. 

V inner, Drawer, Souldiers, Servitors. 
A Publique Notary. 


EATS ESANS AASABARS 
The Scorcny FiccGarits. 
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Enter Jocky with bu Wallet. 


> Sirs ltheseyr has a mickle geod favour. Tha creept thus 
N\ firr intolth* Kingdom, like an Erivigg intoll a mons 
lug, and fall as herdly be gat oout. Ile fa (eff here as 
a Sperrow under a Penthoowſe. Let the Sheriff o 
Cumberlond gee bang bimſell ins own gartropts, Iſe 
terr enough off him, ans fellow Officer th* hangman 
noow. I a Scot Theff mzy pals for a trow Mon here ; Aw the emp- 
ty Weomb and thin hide I full oft bore in Scor/ond, an the geod fare 
' I get here! Be me ſaw Ile twa yards gron about in I cam fro Scet- 
lond, the Decle ſplit me gif I cam at thee mere Scor/ond. Ie ecne 
noow ny the bonny Court, wur meny a Scot lad is gron fio a Mag- 
got ta a bran Gooſe , marry Ile in geog pleight. Weele, Scorlond, 
weele , tow gaff ft me a mouth, but .4»g/ond mon find me met ; 'tis a 
geod toile geod feith, an gif -aw my Contremon wod plant here, 
th'od thrive betcer thon in thair non, [Enter Billy, | 
In the fonle Deels name wha's yon? a ſud be mie Contremon by's 
ſcratin an icrubbin ; 'A leokes like Seor/ond it ſell, bar an naked ; A 

carries noought bet tha walth o Can aboot him,filth an Virmio. 
Billy. Aw Scotlond,Scotlond, wa worth tha tim I cam oout o 
thee ; Ile like tha wandering Jew ” worn my hoofes ſa thin as pau- 
per 


Zz T be Scots Figgaries. 
per;and can get ne ſhod for um ; Ang/ond has geod ſooft grond, bet 
tha peple ha mickle bard beats; Aw Bly, Billy, thadſt better ha- 
tane tha ſtripe for [telling in Scoclond{bet tho 'tis fin ta rob the ſpet- 
tle.) an hathriv\4 by's, than ta come ta be hangd here, or ſtervd; tis 
keen Juftace a mon ſud dee ſick a deeth for macking ule o his bands, 
I ha nc oder mamber wootth ought, | 

Jocky On's mon what gar thee in theſc pickle? how camſt bither? 

Billy. Een on me ten toes fir, and thay err worn oout now, thay'l 
{er me ne longer. | | 

Jos, Wha tha Deele fall mend um? ſham faw thee, a Scot an 
cannot ſhift. 

Bil. A lack fir, a mon mo not ſtell here for's neck, and Ife mickle 
ſham ta beg. 

Jace How mon not bag | Onsttart nena-me Contremon than. 

Bil. Ey marry that am 1,gecd feith Ile a-Scot, an boorn at «Andra 

eddin, 
\ Joc. I thoovght 1a be thy iddle leife, what gar thee cam hither ? 

Bil. Alack mon I ſud a bein whopt aboot tha Toown 0 Barwich 
for theiffing in Scor/ong,bet brock gale and ſcapt ix. 

Fee. Hadfi tow tha confeienc ta ſteil fro thy. own Centre, an haſt 
noot tha fece ta bag in an oder ? fy mon,fy.. Ons hoow tbinklt leive?- 
Leoke her mon, leok her,ſa tha vertu o dagging | opens bis wallet and. 
A fir d'yce drop, d'yee drop at mooth fir ? [ſhews hims meas, 

Bil. Ey fir, ſike a feight may mack a mon.ſown, 

Joc. Sow up your chops in tha Decles nam, gif you-cannot bag: 
ye [all not cat ſtr. | 

Bil, Geod feith an I ha noot eat un morſell thes4wa daies,. cam 
awey mod,cam awey. 

Joc. Nee, nee, fir fey your fercnes, keep your fangs.off fir, yee ms. 
ha tba mang. 

Bil. Ne geod feith, Ie aclereskindlad. 

Fac. Bet monſtrous lozy. 

Bil; Dooubt not.that (ir, thay*Tpin tadeath.fir, far I ha-noonght ts. 
ſed/'um bet sken, an-that's twa taough. for. thair teth— cam awey 
mon, fum cherete good Contreman, 

Foe. Weele ſet doowne — lcoke thee here mon,, [[rbey fit down. 
hes gis tha leg oa Angliſh Preſt. [19-04t 

Bil, Sey yee famon.; | | 

Joce. 
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Joe, Reight weele thay bein mad up © Cappenund whit broth, 
| thay mack their carcaſe fat, bet theirſolls len ; d*yer thenk 8, Angra 
wad a frited 1a mickle gif a cod n git fike met us thes? Ne, te, by - 
me ſaw Ic hang than; he was ſtery they tre deliciouſly 3 he wos 
foowzy,and hod no ſheft, they bien buried alcife in fin lenin af! foryn 
fleeffes ;:he Runk abo grond,they bien fwetten'd leiving an deed, abs 
an under gron; A me {aw 8. Andra had ner don fa meny marvailes 
gif a hd Raft his carcaſe fa full as thay. | 

Bil. G2od feith I main pals for a ſent ten, for me carcale is bat an 
thin enongh. 

Joc. Ey for ſent Theff,for hener did mirackle — thes Torky leg 
cam frou Merchants Table, thes Widgins wing fro a Citzens , ut 
thes Gooles leg fro a Lawyers. 

Bil, Bred, thay mack mere preambl boot thair boody then aw 
tha peple in Criſtendum de aboot thair ſaws, how hadſt tow tha fece 
ta ipeeke at ia meny dores mon ? 

Jr. A fir, I fall tach yee ta bag bravely, mind ye me noow fir, I 
ſtolltwa Coows fro me Contremon end gat tham agat ta Comber- 
loxd ta ſeele, bet tha plaggy (hriefe gartham tack fro me, an ſent me 
toll tha gale, bet I gat loole, an fa cam froward, an in tha Noorth I 
met a iddle Tarnies lod, wha mad me thes Certifice, an ſat aw thoſe 
Jeſtece nams tol't, that tha ſhreife o Comber/ond had den me mickle 
wrong, an {a Iſe cam op tell th* King for Jetece, 

Bil. Geod feith wad I had (tke m'oder. | 

Joe. Cam awey mon, helt thee, fill thy weomb, and gee thee on 
yon (id mon, an Iſe kepo thes, and fa nen {all ſcap us— hark ye me 
mon, you mon tel *4m you cam o geod parentage, an hs loſt aw 
your filler as ye cam for Argovwd — you mon ſpeckea by moni, ad 
noot lick a Mole under gron pelt herring. 

Bil. Weele, weele, Ite be avig'd be yoo, gif you far weele 1 fall 


noot far amiſs. | [_ Enter aComrticr. 
Joc. Gang awey mon,” gangtwey mon,ſcelt tow, ſeeſt tow yon 
braw mon tofore thy eyne. [Billy runs towards him, 


Bil. —Bleſs your honor, Iſc ſpeeke a word or twa ta yonr honor. 
. Conr My honomr!— Pox on yourfawning hide, what would you 
have with me and be hang'd? 26h 
- Bid. — Nene, fir I pray your hoxor wax noot wrothfull, Ile z mon 
o geod rangk in my own Gontre, an _ geod beaky, py 
7 | 2 | Conr. 


py—_ be eee eee een —_— 
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Cownr, I, for ſome bodies elſe, thou .doſt net look as though thou : 
ere wert wotth one, / 

Bil. Ne,ne, ſir, me non proper geods geod feith ; Icam wi mickle 
filler in me pnrſs ta E=g/ond, weele clad. 

 Coxr, With ſome old Curtaines that bore S. Audrewsſtory,gr chil- 

drens blanquets ſtoll, and turn'd to Trowſfies. 

Bil. Ne gcod feith, I ha cen bienrobd o aw. 

Corr. Red thee 1 of what? had he a mind to be lowſie ?- but this 
is an Engine laid to draw a peece of (ilver to you, is'c not ſo ? 

Bi, Your Honor ſpeckes mickle weele, 


Coxr. —There there's ſome of your Conntrey men at Court- 
lives better by tbis trade than you. | he gives him 
Foc. Un wird ta your honor. [" 4s he goes Jockie meets him. 


Coxr. Hy day, another, I'm way laid, haſt thou been rob'd too?- 

Joc. Ne, ne fir,ne, tha ſhriffe 0 -Comberlond has dan me mickle: 
wrong fir. 5 

Coxr. Whipt you about the Pigmarket ?. 

Foe, A has tacken awey me Cows fir, an aw.me geods, ſee here- 
fir, I ha aw thos wortby Jeſtece nams ta teſtifie. 

Con. There is no begger like the Scotch-begger for tricks and 
impudence— Come what muſt diſcharge me from. you fir, and your. 
bellowing ?. | | 

Tec. Geod feith fir I wont filler ta gat Jeſtece. 

Conr, Hadſt thou had Juſtice done thee, thou' badft been 
hang'd long before this. 

Bil. Bred, he's a fortuneteller, | 

Corr, T here- that will ſerve to buy you-Oatmeale ; fir there. 
js 00 more of your Catterwalling Companions here abouts, is there ?. 

Foe:Ne, ne fir, ant lick your honor. | 

Cour, Ne,ne, pox.on your Nees and your Noſe too ; I'm glad I'm 

rid on you... , '| Exits | Mts 
| Joc, Noow fir, ye had noot thafece ta bag,hoow.lick ye it noow- 
fir, what ga he toll ye. . 3-4 | | 

Bil. Thes ſmaw peece o filler;. | 
;: Foc, A geod þegining man, tolld a-ye noot ſum o.0ur-Contre men 


liev'd at Court by baggin, EE ads ove 5 
_ Bil. Iſeanoow 2 Scot may ly by atorete, an begwi permiſſion — - 

weele to Cart ta,an ly (a feſt as.tha beeſt o'um... Me bon. 

EE. Jaths . 


"a . 
s 
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Joc, Be me ſaw an ths herd tadee; [Entey My Folly 
{eeſttaw, ſeeſt tow mon yen brawe fellow, wihis gold Rop aboots 
neck,an's longCot lick a ſark,geod feith he's ta herd for twantyo'um» 

Bil. Re's tha feul, gis a noot ? | : 

Joc. Ey,ey mon z A has feuld himſell intoll mickle fevor gif a feul 
himſell noot oout agen— ſey a cams aneuſt us mon, wees ſpecke toll 
him —— Bleſs your honor fir, bleſs your honor, Iſe gled taiea your. 
honour in heelth.. | 

Folly,Be me ſaw th'art a bold fellow. 

Joc. I'm your own Contremonſir,l ken your honor mickle weele, 
bleis your worſhip, 

Fol. Kenſt tow me mon? 

Foc. Mickle weele an't lick your honour, I Ken your honor weele- 
enougb,.your honour is the Kings feul. 

Fol. A mon, he kepes mere feules than I; bred, he's kepe tow ta - 
gif tow canſt teul bin) 3 how far Scot art tow ? | 

Foe, Marry Ie a mickle wey oofe noow. . 

Fol. Bet I wad kne whar tow wert boorn. - 
« Foc, Gin me Moders Weomb fir forty years agaſt. 

Fol. Ons mon ſpeeke.toll me 1 what-plece o Scor/ond wert tow * 
boorn, | ; 

Joc.Geod feith gin meny fir, I ha bien boornfro plece to plece a me- 
Moders back fir, and ha ſeffered mickle ſorrow. 

Fol. The fow Deele tack thy large lug, wha was thy fader? - 

Joc A mon fir ſurely. | 

Fol, The black Decle a was ſur, whar liev'd a? 

Joc. Aſlir at a plece your honour kens mickle weele.- 

Fol, Whar mon, whar? - : 

Fol. A fir, Air what pleice caw ye that-fir-whar your honor nunſt'? 
tha tyny babe wi wull ores'back fir ? : 

Fol. Oout tha faw Deele, cout Rog— bet wha art tow mon? 

B:l.]'m een yar Contremon twa fir, cam ta bien a Curtier ta fir.” 

Fol. Ons a Curtier ! a Carter, tha Hangmon, tha Deele. 

Bil, Ye ha geod friends.thar fir, ye may dee mickle for us _ 

Fol, Dee mon ! bred, he that fall dee for thee (all ha enongh ta © 
dee ; art geod for oought ? wha canſt dee fortby ſell ?- 

Bil, Een what ye ſea fir, . "427 | 

Fol, Oout this is baſegit ſhams your Contre, mind-ye me; wha v - 
yeſwaine ba meſt wot 2 B3, Joes 


OT —_—— DO CC ——— 
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Jes. He that can ſheftbeeſts f 
Fel. Reight weele. E 
, Jer And that's cen I, this feule hed noot a fece ta bag toll 1 bol- 
en uM, . 


Fel Oout,oout mon, ſham feet ? : 
#4. Ne,ne, I fall grew bold enough gif I fall get oought by', 
Fol, Gif ye had Clad (irs, what curs wad ye tacke toliew ? 
Bl. Iſe cud mack tha King, bliſs his Worſhip, an't lick your ho- 
nour, mickle geod Puttins an Potslooſe. | 
Joe. Td bien oth Mine, fir, I loove ta finger filler, 
Fol. Weele firs cam away wy me,for Contres ſack Ife gat ye ſum 


PParveyance, an ſum lodging, and. tan we ſallfind goat ſum woork | 
for ye emong 'am here, . 
Joe, Bleſs your honor for your benefaites, | Exenn, 
Emer T ownfhift and T rapheire. 


Town.Pray recolle& your felt, Icannot dot 

Without a loſs to my repute and fame, 

If you have but a feot of ground unſeld. 

Therefore conſult your thoughts, my willingneſs 

Shall not be wanting to procure your freedome ; « 
But I'd not have a dirty peece*of Land 
Bring an obſtruRjon tot, 

Tra. Why ? as I live | 
I have not an Inchleft ; what erc TI morgag'd 
Is cither ſold out-right, or forfcited, 

Tlie not on my Credit. 

Town. How's that Man ? 
Have you ctedit then ? Why, that's as bad. 
Tt is not held convenient by the Huffe, 
Lords of the ſword, that any Yongſter ſhould 
Be one of us ill he *a$ not only | 
his'ſtate, but's credit too. 

T r4 Upon my life, | 
Deare T ownſbift,]'ve not credit for a thrips ; 
Thou knowſt jt well enougb,my roaging Landres 
Will not do't for the waſhing of a ſhirt. 

Town. Why, have you ſhirtsthen ? 
Tra, One a5J live, ao more, and that fo thin 


You 


You may draw*t through a Needle. 

Town, What Boots have you ? 

Tra. I cannot call theſe any,yet tlyare all; 
And as for ſtockings, I have lovg agoe 
- Held them nwnns, A 

Tows.Why this Cloake, 
And th' weather warm and friendly. 

Tra, Tis too mich, 

The weight on't, I confeſs, 's not to be borne, 
Ile caſe me of the burthen, It ſhall ſink 
In fack when I'm made free, prethee about it 

Town. T would not for a world you ſhould have any 


Remnant of your Eſtate letr,'t would undo youſ] Ezter drawforth wed - 
Sec, here's my Brothers, Drawforth and Pinck;carkaſe.[ P inch-carkaſe 


May I preſume to recommend you to 'em? 
Tra. You may, you may, deare Town{b:ft. 
Drawf. How now Traepheire, 
What is all gon yet ? 
Tows.All he {wearssby's Twibell, 
His Cloak excepted, and-its time expires 
Within this balf houre 3 ſhall we make tum free? 
Finck, Trapheire, you now are to -- _ World, 
Which you cannot do-handlomly, unleſs 
Your Land and you be nes and iÞ 
Ought ly conceal'd, 'twill riſe in judgment 'gainlt you ; 
Therefore pray have a care, 'tis Chriſtian Counſel. 
Dravf. It isnot fit the leaſt peece of your old: 
Adulterate fortunes ſheuld corrupt the new 
Your wit muſt purchaſe. 
Town. Right, beſide,he'l ne'c ; 
Have arefin'd Wit 'cill he bas nothing left. 
Tra. The greateſt Enemy Thave Gentlemen is-my,Cloake, . 
And I promile Ile ſee t'no more... | . 
Pinck, Say you ſo, thentothe next Taverncy, | 
Boy — boy— a Roome-. ___ LEmer Drawer: 
Draw, Pleaſe _ to yon ho” ag ag 
Town, What call we thee for elſe? [_Thoy paſs in andieuter agar 
Draw. How like you.this Roome Geatlemen-?- - 
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Town». 


Ou OGG —__ 


CE eee em te 
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Tows. Indifferent ; bring us Wine and Tobacco of the beſt ſicrih, 
Draw,You (hall indeed (ir. : 
Tra. Deare Townſhift thou mult ſhew this Gentieman 
The way to th* Brokers. [Pointing at his Cloakg. 
Town.[s he for fale, or Morgage ? 
Tra, For ſale by all meanes,I'd not. charge my memory 
I've ought left worth redeeming. [Enter boy with win, 
Dravf.Bravelie rejolv'd —Is't Racie? 
Draw. Right Racie ir beleeve me. 
 Pinck, Trapheire to thee. ' 
Tra, Drinke apace,deare T ownſhift [To his cloaks, 
The ſight of that ſame Gentleman's my tortour, 
'T prethee rid me of him. 
'Drawf. Townſhift ſweare him. 
Tra. cann't with a ſafe conicierce ſweareas long 
As that appeares before me. 
Town. How ſhall I get it out oth' hou'e ? 
Tra.Leave thine here,and weare minethither. 
'O how I hate to call it mine——awaiec with't. Exit Townſhife, 
Pinck, Trapheire, you now mult exercile your Wit 
To live on others, as wave liv'd on you ; 
Wit's never good till purchas'd, what though't be 
With th' loſs of fortunes Tramperie and Traſh ; =» 
Content ne'r dwels 'mong dirtie Land, who ſells is 
Parts with a deale of care, and ſcurvie toile ; 
Men never are ingenious-that are clog'd with't. 
The Generous ſpirit will not be-coop'd up 
In that ſame Countrey Cage, a manſion houfe, 
And confines of the Buttery; be free, 
Thou art not worth a Groat [Enter Townſhift. 
When this is ſpent. 
Tra, How much, how much deare Townſhif:? 
Town. But thirtie by my Valour. 
Tra. Down Wwith't, down with't , [The money laid'on the Table. 
Ile not put up a Dodkin on't ; deare Townſhft, 
Drinke, drinke away, I thirſt untill it's melted, 
Your moulten ſilver iwallows beſt, 
Drawf. His Oatb, his Oath. 


Tows, 


f, 


L_ 
. 


le . 
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Town. Your ſword. | Laies bus handonthe Hilts 
| | [of his Sword, 
By this Hilt, and this Blade | 
Which at Hounſlow was made, | 
You ſweare to be true 
To what ſhall enſue, | 


Firſt, You ſweare not to make it any ſcruple of Conſcience to 


cheat your Father ; That you will hunt after young Heires, and when - 


you haye-courſt them out of wind, you'l refreſh em with ſome Scri- 
vener, Broker, or Draper ; That you'l keep alwaies three ſtrings to 
your bow, to make it bend till it breake ; That having gottena Bub- 
ble or Byſhop, a lad of the laſt adoption, that you make him ſenſi- 
ble of a Wench, though to the charge of a Surgeon, it being reaſon 
all trades ſhould live , and if occaſion be, winke at ſmall faults. Next 
be ſure to keep themcontinually at Game, or Drinkirg ; Uurge'em 
to quarrell, and then take up the builineſſe, but not without profit to 


.the Brotherhood ; That what quarrels ſoever ariſe among our ſelves, 


mult not cauſe us to fight with one another, but the Coines of the 
Bubble or Byſhop maſt make us friends; That you muſt not pay 
your Coachman but with kicks, unlefſe your Bubble or Byſhop do, 
and then he owes you a fare; That your Babble, or Byſhop, and you, 
keep but one Purſe, though two Drabs ; That when you have drei- 
ned himdry, you-make him free, 'if heſue for it, if not let him kee 
Company withthe Titteretues, and live upon the fin of Sodom ; 
That you | take your chance of the day, where there isnecd of dip- 
ping, without grumbling, 


T hat while you can ſtand 
With ſword in your hand, 
Yow'l not be in aw 
Of the Halberteere Law z 
* Kiſs this ——=Now yarefree [Kiſſes the Hilts 
Of the Huffs company,” oO ak 1 


Tra. Hey tor the Brotherhood ; No Wine ſlirriog, Boy ? 
You Raſcal, where's your duty ? abſentfhah! 


More Wine, - [Enter Drawer. 


G | Draw- 
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Draw. You ſhall ſir by and by, 
Tra, Bring a Glaſs will hold 
A Pint at lea{'t, I hate a thimble full, | 
We ſhall ne'r bave conſum'd this mighty ma's [Pointing tothe 
If we ſip thus like ſparrows ; Enter Di awers, |" Money. | 
I marry, this looks like ſome Brother to you all, 
Drawf.Gramercy, | 
Tra. Sirtah, cover the Boord with Bottles, 
Thts is our Coronation day, the Room 
Shall ſ\wimin Wine; be frolique Hufts,and draine 1 
Me dry, yet I ſhall ive when yare all hang'd. [| He begins to be drpnk,. 
Town. How now,how now T raphier: | | 
Tra Dribk and be damn'd ; 
Mut I waite on your —— ? -z 
Town. Drawforth to you—Charge him home. 
Draw, Traphiere.a whole bottle tothee —I'm up totl! Chin. 
Tra. ——9So,ſo fir, —yare a finefellow ; Is all paid ? 
Town. No, ali's not come in yct,. 
Tra. llc ſtay no longer. [He takes Townſhifts cloak wp, 
Town. Pray leave my cloak behind you, 
Tra. Your cloak fir ? how came it to be yours fir? I have one fome. . 
where. 
Town, Yours is at the Brokers ſir, | 
Tra. Is it ſofir ? I thank you for your information. 
Dravf. There lies the vertue on't, 7 
Tra. So (ir, I thanke you twiee, for ence I care not if I put my . 
Cloak into my pocket. | He ſnatcheth wp the money. 
Town, But Trapheire, Trapheire, 
Pinck,Who pates the houle ?: . * 01% 25 OG 
Tra. Let the houſe pay it ſelfe z dip, dip and be hang'd you that 
bave Cloaks, am I bound to fill your inſatiate Gorge eternally. 
Pinck, What Aſſes were weto let the mony ly fo long, knowing 
his Raſcally bumour, he'l not pay a Penny when he's in drink— — 
See what thou canſt work bimtos , 4 Hs 
T own. Boy. [Emer Drawer. 
Drawf.Sirt—TI ſhal fir... xx They whiſper. . 
Town, Trapheire , a prize Trepherre. . 
Tra, Ot what 7 Sprus?. 


ITN. 


Town. 


os 


 Adieu, adicu. 


fur gif thay ſudken me reight, thay'd ſea L 
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Town, A Gudgin man, a Gudgin's cometo Net ; 
T he Maſter of the houle deſires admittance 
To play a Game at Ticktack for a Peece ; 
And thou knowſt Trapheire—hah—— | He ſhales his Arms, 
Tra,I know it Rogue; ? 
And thou ſhalt play with him for all he's worth ; 
Ile venture on thy hand my whole Eſtate, 
This my truſty Blade. Provided alwaies fir—— [ Emter Mafeer of 
Tows. That you have halt——'is granted—he's here;[":he honſe, 
Thou knowſt I have no money, | 
T1 _ dow ſhalt not want deare Bully, Ile not leave 
My ſelfe a George. He gives him his money, 
wg Spoke like thy ſelfe, come be bb '. Ty 


There fir,pay your ſelf. 
Ar, Yare kindly welcome Gentlemen , fetch my Quart; 


Tra. Death, what's this ? 

Omnes Ha,haha——Oaly the Reckoning paid fir, 

Tra. Y'are Rogues, Shirks, and Cheates ; fe indi you 

Pinck, Buoy good fir, imploy your Tongue at Billing ſpate ; 
[CExennr Town. Pinch, Drawfarth, 


Tra. Farewell and be hang'd. 
For your part ſirrah, Ile have you up for keeping of a Baydy 


houſe. Exit, 
Ar. Do your worſt fir, do your worſt. Exit, 


© ah. - _— 
— ET _ 


Enter Folly, Jacky, and Billy, very Gallax;, 


_— — 
Do - 0" newnbed aun > 


| nf mickle braw firs, y*ar mickle braw 3 bred, ye leoke mere 


lick Burgemaſters noow thon hedg creepers; ken ye your 

ſells firs? ken ye your ſells firs? | 
Te.Geod feith lir,gif aw that ſud ken themſells, wad ken themſells, 
nen wad ken ns ;A meſaw fir, I'd rader ha*'um'traſt me thon ken me, 
me deed toforetbiay*eraſt 
MC. ME Fol, 
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Fol. Yar mickle wile (ir, ye ha rob'd a feul far, 

Toc. We wiſh you weele fir, we-with you weele, 

Fel. Sey ye (a (ir? y*ar vary cheretable; ken ye meſirs? On's, ye- 
are gron {ce.loofty you] knee ne body ; wha ſet youvp in tha Deeles 

nam ? wha, wha put thes gay fethers on your back ? eeneT, an 
noow yol flee awey tatba Deele;Harke ye me firs,gif ye bien ſa high, 

Ife tack ye down wy a Plague ta ye; wha had y'ar intail'd Virmine 

tane off ye wy a mutrren ? wha, wha gat yea 

Zil. Oowr taders and moders fir. 

Fol. Did thay ſa fir ? bred, git thay gat ye, thay ner cud gat feod 
enough for yar fide Weombs ; Are you provander prickt noow firs? 
ha, wha am 11? haſirs, ha, whaam1l? | 

Bil. Oour geod friend fir, blifle you. 

Fol. The Deele wound ye, ſleight ye me ? On's, Ie ſa geod a mon 
gas aw 1n Scorlond, an ba mere filler in me parſe. | 

Toc. Angliſh (ſtamp (ir, I beleev't, 

Fol. Ye beleeft | wha tha Deele cares for your beleeff'? 

Toc, Geod fir, geod fir be ſober. - 

Fol. Bred, lie not drunken; ha ye bjen at coſt wy me firs ? hah ! 
Ife fall uncaſs yeſirs, an ge your Arſe tha Ayre agen,are ye ſa hot firs? 
want yea Cooler? Bred , Ife ge yeſicka Rattle wy a Rom ore ths 
Riggins fall mack your Ribs reore firs, 

Isc, Geod your honor put up your wroth, an wees buckle eour 
Wots; wees yar on Contremons ye knee weele enough. 

Bil, Anſudleove won oder ; y'ave a;geed Meſter fir,an oour Con- 
tremon, wha macks mickle o you. 

Fol. Bred,an Iſe mack ſa mickle o hum as I' can. 

Tcc, He'sa geod mon fir, and you ha wot enough. 

Fol. Ken you that mon,. ken you that? On's, an ye biep not wud : 
ye ma ha wot ta chep enough z-bet Iſe ne body, my benefaits are 
noought woorth,, | | 

Tec,Y ar aw body fir, wees at your Commandement; 

Fel. Sey yea fir? why, noow ye ſpecke, be vis'd by me, anye (all 
cout wot 'um aw ; mind ye me firs, will ye be aviv'd? BTY 

Toc, Sed ye fir, wy aw our hatts. | 
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Fel. Mind me mon, mind-me; Thes Kingdom's mickle fiek, tha 
Curt o tha Cety, tha Cety o tha Curt, an tha Contre obeoth, an aw 
o'am © tha Kirke, an tha Law ; tha Kingdom's Livergron wy iddlnes 
an Raches, and noow noought can cur it bet a Scots DoeRor, ne | 
matter for your kill. 


Toe. Geod feith lir, wees ha skill enoough ta bleede its filler vains 


Fol, Ha ber confidence, lye and diſſemble handſomly. 
Bil. Wees y'ar on Contremons (ir, doobt it noot. 
Fel. Tha nam © a Scot gis enough ta cur aw their maladies ; ge 
*um peſon an tbay'l tack it for a Cordall: perſwad *um thay ar fick 
thay'l beleeffye, and gif ye mack *'um fick thay'l beleeff thare in beeſt- 
helth, bet ye mon earry ſem (how o hollines wy ye,an profeſs aw for- ; 
thayr geods. | | 
Toc, Sa weſall (ir, an tack 'um whan we hadeon, | 
Fol. Billy fall gaing toll th' Contre, and tow alt kep behind, an: 
biea DooRor here, and gif tow heſt wot enoough tow canſt noot 
wont werk. 
T:c, Ne geod feith, I fall mack me ſellwerk enoough, for gif I- 
can helne diſtampers 1ſe mack enoough emong "um, 
Fol, Cam awey than, cam awey. Exepnt. 
Enter Trapheire and Boy | | 
Boy ——Twas Morning ere he went to bed fir. f | 
Tra. —AIls one ;tell who 'tis, and*twill be warrant. | 
Enough for your awaking him ; *tis buſineſs | 
I come about, and of concerament too, .. 
That cannot admit delay. 


Boj.lle venture then to call him ſir, Exit. 

Tr4. Do {o if this defigne | 
Of mine prove proſperous, T ow»ſhif+,it will be | 
Some comfort to me that I am even with thee. Enter Buy, | 

Boy He'l waite upon you preſently, {| 
He's rifing. Exit. 


Tra A good Lad: Townſhift arme thy ſcife, for I am prepar'd® 
To give thee an affault, and dare thy ARion-- | 
At Law,if Wit-and Sword ſhould faile , , 3 
Derare Townſhife. | [Ever Townſbift:-- 
Tewn, Bythis light I have not ſlept | . ww _ 
1 S3: ps 


14 ' The Scots Figgaries, 


A minute ; what's thenews? you ſerv'd us bravely 
the other night at Taverne, 
Tra. Oathis drinking / 
"This perillous Drinking will deſtroy us all; 
Thy pardon my deare heart , the buſineſs now 
 Icome about will try thy friendihip. 
Town, How ? 
'T hopeno quarrell. 
Tra. Yes, with my baſe ſtars, 
T own. But what's the matter, tell me ? 
Tre. That's my meaning, 
A ſort of Raſcally Bailiffes dog'd me hither, 
And thou knowltifI be once ta'ne Iam 
Allave perpetually. 
Town.What wouldſt thou have me to do? 
Wee'l fend to Drawforth and the reſt, 
Tra.'T won't do, 
They'l make but a diſturbance in the ſtreet, 
Yet I may befſurpriz'd for all their Valour, 
And then I am undone ; the hopes I have 
Jn one [am to dine with loſt, which might 
:Be worth to thee and me fome hundreds Bully. 
.T own. Send for him, now let him take up the buſineſs. 
Tre. What,ere I'm throughly known to him 3 beſides, 
*Should he take this up twenty more would follow.*, 
.Who knowing me 1o low now,do fordeare 
To execute their rigour. 
Town, What wouldſt have me do ? | 
Tra. Harke thee, I've thought upon a fine Deceit ; 
Haſt any Patches in thy. Chamber ? 
Tews. Rare ones, 
:Of all {orts. ; 
Tre. One to.Diſguiſe my face, with a Cloake, would 
iDo't tathe lite. 
Towns. Sure they are gon, Ile ſend to ſee. ; | 
Tra, Oh hang 'em Rogues, th'are ſculking” at th* Lanes end, 
.. .Orfome blind Alehouſe—— Deareſt T ownſbife do'te; 
_ Tewn.Dowhat? SR 
17 Tra, 
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Tra. Lend me thy Cloake, and lle contrive a Patch 

Shall cover my left eye, they Pray not know me, 
Town.l know not what to do 

My (clfe. | 
T ra. Nay prethee Townſhifto—— 
Town, Will you leave 

Your-Sword then;you'l have ng-————— 
Tra. Prethee would(t have me 

Paſs by 'em unprovided, put the worſt, 

T hey ſhould deſcry me. 
Town, There's no trick in't Trapheire ? Sd 

Tr74, No more trick than you ſee; I prethee meet me in Filh-- | 


I ſhould go forth 


% 


ſtreet atthe Feathers, where wee'l dine ; there thou ſhalt ſee my 
friend, and 1le reſtore thy Cloake deare Townſhife. [ Emer Boy, 
Town,Well,thou ſhalt ha't— Boy fetch [| Enter Boy with Cloaks. 
My Cloake and patches—'is thine,theretake it, [ Gives it him. 
Tra. Gramercy ; Is't hanſome ? 
Toewn.Very well, 1 muſtlie down and take a Nap at twelve; . 


I willnot faile to meet thee. Exit, 
T7. Sirrah boy,be ſure you wake him. | 
Boy, I warrant you fir, Exit, | 
Tra, Ha,ha,ba, ; _# 
1'm ſworne to cheat my father, and *tis fit - 0 | 


He that firſt made the Gin ſhould hanſell it. Exit. -. 
| Emer Smalfaith, Folly, arid Jocky. | 

Smal. —Sir, you are kindly welcome, and the oftner -: 

You viſit me,the welcommer you ſhall be ; 

I honor men of knowledge. Maſter Folly, 

'T am oblig'd to you for his acquaintance. - | 
Fol. Geod feith fir, anhe's worth yours ; I fall play.him wy. ; [ 

any Angliſh DooRor inthe V Varld. f 
[sc. Ne fir,Ile can dee mere than Iſec ſpecke fir. . | | 


Smal.-—— I beleeve you fir, | | 
By what I find of truth wiehin my ſelfe; l | 
I muſt confels, Iam not altogether | NF 
So right as I would, my body.tels me... 1 
I may admit of Phyſick. 
| Tec, Mickle weele fire... _ 
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Smal.]'mtroubled with the Spleene,a ſtrong diſeafe 
Amongſt ns Magiſtrates, which makes me feare 
"Tis not for cure. 
Joc. lie cur it in twa minutes gif ye ha: 
'Bientrobl'd wy it twanty years, an aw 
Your tribe giftha* cam toll me. 
Fil. Ne, ne, he's reight. 
Sal.You'l do a wondrous cure then, 
Jos. I 1all dee't o me honor; bet that's noot aw 
Your Malade, ye are noot ſoound at heart firs. 
 Smal. 1 know not that fir. : ; 
Joc. Planty an iddleneſs ha bred grois humourgin you, whilke 
-mon be pourged awey,or elke ye dee fot't; bet Ife fallge yethat fir, 
ſall mack ye bare an leight enough. | 
Smal.] thank you fir; accept this,pray, and I [ He gives 
Shall further gratifie, but be ſpeedy, [him gola, 
Good fir, with your Preparatives. . | 
Joc. Ile gang aboot it (tret, le gang aboot it fir, 
Sal. Your tervant Gentlemen, I ſhall keare from you ir. 
Joc. Soone, mickle ſaone fir ; Exit. 
Leoke mon, leoke aw thay bien ſick o gis fike fin things as thes, fiey 
golden lads mon, fiev mere are woerth a Leards land fir; geod feith 
git their veynes wul ran (ike droops as thes wees drainum dry __ A 
imple feuls, that ken noot whan th'are weele,bet wall bien waſting 
thair means toll ſet thair boodies oout o frame — a feuls, feuls. 
Fol. Ne matter mon gif oought can be gut wy putting um oout © 
fram, tha Decle try his Skill to put am in agen for Focky, Exennt. 
| Emntcr Billy, and a Crew of Country People. 
Bil. Kepe off firs— kepe oft, gz me wund toll ſpecke toll ye ; Ife 
£am for aw your geods, mind ye me? 
Omnes. Very well, very well. 
Bil.I{e cur aw difeaſes,aw manner o Malades,an fall tack noought 
o yefor me peyn bet your filler ; Gif there bien er a Kirke Preſt 
emong ye choak'd ap wy Pluraltes o Benefaits,tha Poowder in thes 
pauper macks the Ilmpoſtom breck, an tacks aw awey clere — Gif 
any Preſt bien vext wy tha Babyloniſh mang, thesPurgation med in 
Me non Contre,curs hum were he ner ſa fer tpent. 
1 Conn, For our Dotor ſir, for our Dotor. 
| 2 Conn, 
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2 Conn For our Vicar, [ He difperſeth 

3 Coxn, For our Parſon, [41 papers. 

4 Coun, For our Curat. 

5 Coun, For our Biſhop,Prebends,and Curates. 

. Bul, Gif any emong ye bientrou\bF'd wy tha neyce o Organs in your 
lugs, thes poowder curs you for ever, | 

x Co, For our Town fir, 

2 Co, For ours too fir, [He diſperſeth & c. 

3 (o. Andours, and ours fir, | 

4 Co. And our whole County fir. 

Bil. Gif eny emong ye bien blind wy tha ſcight o Lawn ſleeves, 

thes cures and reſtores ye. 
| x Co. For my Landlord fir. Wo 

2 Co. For mine too ſir, [_ He diſperſeth. 

3 Co. And mine. 

4 Co, And mine, 

5 Co. And mine. | 

Bil. Git eny emong ye ha tha beon o a tith'd Soows babey ſtick in 
your wand pip, thes {aw cur you ſtret, and tack aw awey. 

x Co, For me fir. 

2 Co, For me too fir, [ He drſperſeth. 

3 (+. And meſir, | 

4 Co, And me ſir, | 

5 Co. And me fir pray, | 

B4l. Gif eny emong ye bien troubl'd wy heart burnings, tha Poow- 
der in thes pauper curs ye (tret, 

1 Co. For my Neighbour fir. 

2 (0. And mine fir, 

3 Co, And mine too fir, I pray. 

4 Co. And ſom for our whole Town good fir. —_ 

Bil. Gif eny o ye bien ſore wy ore mickle durdens,an weary o your 
Riders, thes Poowder macks ye ſtrong ta orethraw um, or ta bar 
greater. | | 

Omer. For us all fir. ; 

Bil. Gif eny o your ſtomacks bien oppreſt wy Law, thes pell (all 
remoove tha cauſe, an tack it awey. Gifeny bicn hard boound, thes 
{all mack mickle free. | 

x Co, For my Landlord fir. | 

: | Ln D 2 Co, 
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2 Co, For mine too ir 

3 Co. And mine fir, 

4 Co. And mine fir, 

5 Co. And mine fir, _ 

Bil. Git eny emong ye bien trobl'd wy a ſcurvy mooeth, thes tacks. 
aw felth awey. 

1 Cs. For my wife fir, 

2 Co. For mine ſir. 

3 Co.And mine tr. 

4 Co.And mine fir. 

5 Co. And my Miltreſle fir, 

Bil. Gif eny bien trobl'd wy a.looſnes, thes ties 'am feſt as a Rope 
or hawter, | 

1 Co, For my wife far. 

2 Co. And mine (ir. 

2 Co. And mine fir, 

Bil. Geod Peple, noow T ha gau y2 aw remedies ta your Malades, 
twa dees hence Itc {all bien her or noot ta ſey whot operation thay 
ha had upon ye; Iſe ſur ye (all ka remedy or non; an fa far ye. 
wall. Exit Billy, 

Ones. Farewell (ir, farewell. Exennt, 


Enter Trapheir, and Witwad, 


Wit. A pretty place this. 
Tra, But the Company ! 
The Company dear Coz hither reſorts 
Gives life and ſweetnes to't ; the rareſt wits 1: 
So rare14 man may loſe himſelfe ere he 
Diſcover 'em— for they are not to be—= ("afide- 
Dilcovered— Belides, the Women, Ladies, 
Of fach excelling beauty,you would ſweare 
They painted— and not be forſworne, as metry 
As Cupid when he wantons. . 

Wit. And you ſpent 
Your meanes amongſt um ? 

Tra. And fpent rarely well !- 
T've no remorce for't, Can you ing ?- 

Wit. 
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Wit, Not I Coz. 
Tra, How Coz ? not ſing | why then you are no Company ; 
We havea merty life ſo long as't laſts, |  ERTY 
Ile lay my life you tence not neither, 
Wit, Yes, 


My grounds I do. 
Tra. Have you the grounds of fencing ? that is,ts 


Make the Paffado, to retreive, comply, 
Defend, make up, cloſe, and Ditarme; 
You know not this I warrant ? 

#1, Not I traly. 

Tra, I cannot think what will become of you, 
When you meet Men of valour. 

W:tw, I pray keep me 

Out of their company, | love no quarrels; 
I came to ſtudy th* Law. 

Tra. At a fine time. | 
Yeave bought no Books I hope. 


VFit, I, but I have. | 
Tra. Returnethem to the Bookſeller for ſhame ; 


A Sword will prove more uſefull : hark ye Coz, 
I am reſolv*] to have you learn to fence. 


VV. 1d rather learntofing. 
Tra, That ye ſhall too : Enter T ownſhift. 
Your money will do all thngs——yonder's Towyſhift, 
{a/de, 


How like a Rogue he looks ? I will not ſhun him. 

And Cozen, as I was telling you LDL Townſhift pals him 
Tows. With your leave fir, | by the ſleeve. 
Tra. Twas well askt (ir, 


What's your will with me ? 
Town, My Cloak fir—wher's my Cloak fir ? 


Tra. Even at the Brokers fir — 


Town, How— you are a Rogue, 
T74. That's nothing fir—— your railing will not fetch it out agen. 


Townſhift I love thee, thou knowſt I doe. 
Towyr. A pox upon you, 
Tra. Theu knowlt the oath, I'm not to ſpare my Father, 


And though we quarrell, yet we mult not fight. 
© D 2 | I'm 
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I'm punRuall tomy oy but if thou baſt | 
The conicience,l am ready. DT offers to draw, 
Town. Is be ſunk for ah _—_— 
Tra.No,it may tile again,if you. be civil, 
Town, Is that your friend e 
Tra. And Kinſman. 
Tewn. Wilt thou cheat him too ? 
Tra. My Oath is paſt, 1 will not be forſworn 
For a Kings ranſom, 
Town. Nay then, I'm ſatisfied, 
Tre. Come, be known to him-—— Coz, this is my friend,, 
Towns. Sir, I kiſle your hand, 
V Vit. 1 thank you beartily fir. 
Tra. Fie Coz, fie, there's a complement. 
V Vit. He does not look as though he needed ought, . 
Save what thou wantſt, a Cloak. | 
| Tra. Good wit Coz, good wit. 
Town, Oh Rags how he claws him, 
Tra. Where ſhall's dine ? 
FYVit. Tleto the Ordinary. 
Tra. Where? 
VV. In Fetter-lane, 
Tra. Tofeed on Bruis, and be ſerv'd with Linnen-. 
As ſable as the chimney. No, weel take 
A Coach, and hence to Fiſh-#reet. 
VVit, What ſhall we do there ? 
_. Tre- Eatfiſh,the World does not afford the like. 
* _ YYi. Butth' Coachis coſlly, 
Tra. Pough, Il be at that ; 
"Tis faid the Milk of Ales, makes men fat, 


\ 


Exennt, 
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Enter Jocky, and Miftris Smalfaith. 


Jock, BY Maſtres fy,geod feith y*ar mickle oout;T ga hum noought 
bet convenavle ſtooff, 

Mrs Small. Y'areaRaſcall, a Scotch Horſeleech, a Door, a Dolt- 
head ; Oh the madnels of the men of theletimes ;. if any of them be 
but a. little out of temper, none can ſet them right but a Scotch 
Door forſooth, as though all the Engliſh ones were fooles, But 
Sirrah, Sirrah, it is well known my husband [ ſhe runnes at him. © 
was never diſtempered, till he came acquainted with ſuch a De- coy 
as you— Curſe on the time—— [YVFeeps, 

Joc. Geod Miltras hark ye toll me. 

Adrs Small, Hang you Raſcall, my Husband was never troubled: 
with whimſies in his head, nor never rail'd againlt his Superijears ; 
be was ever a quiet man, andan honeſt man, and had the love of the 
whole Court,and ſo hadI too, Many a good turn have the good Gen= 
tlemen done me, which I muſt gever expe now agen, ſo violent- 
ly my Husband railes againſt the Government. But if he ſuffer for't, - 
thou ſhalt not weare a Noleto thy face ; a Noſe on thy face laid I : 
Nay if there bee a ſign-poſt in all this Town Il hang thee on't 


Ah poor heart. Enter Mr Smallfaith. 
Here hee comes See what a pickle you have put himin z My 
fingers itch to come at thy face, that ugly [ihe runs at hos. . 


face of thine, | 
Joc. A meſaw (hee's aDeele; and wull ſpell aw my Market gif 
I ſer her noot lick him z thesgis otha ſem powder, whilke gif ſha 
ſmell ta, wull mack her (a lick him as may be. 
Ars Small. Sweet heart. 
Ar Small. Oh, art thou there ? tis well; there has bin nere 
A Purſevant here yet to fetch me, has there? 
Ars Small, A Parievant for you ! for what cauſe Husband?+ + 
Mr Small. I ami too honeſt, that is cauſe enough, 
| D 3. ; | Ther ©: 
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There is a Councell Table, Yes forſooth, 

And at itis contriv'd mens ruines——habh, [OCharts, 

Who's that ? who's that? iſt not for me they ask ? 

T ſhall be loſt quite, it I look not well 

About me. 

Mrs Sma,True,y'are in the way to undo 

Your ſclfe, and me, and all your Family. 

But this is thy Gin Raſcall ; OhT could tear thee, [runs at him. 
Joc. Miſtras ga me whiltoll ſpeeke toll ye ; thes wuadnes o his, 

cam fro tha corruption o his hart : Aw that Iga hum was ike as 

thes, be me ſaw ſmeel Laddy,{meel Laddy. _ 

Ars Small, 1 have not Patience. 

Joc. Ne, ne, benoot wad, ſmeeltoll it. [_ ſhe ſmells, 
Ars Small. My thinks tis very comfortable.  _[L ſrefbarts, 
Foc. Hoow doll ye geod fir ? 

Mr Sma!. Oh Mr Door is't thee | art fafe ? 

'Tis wonderfull there's nothing charg'd againſt thee |! 

There is an Office call'd the Green-cloth too, 

Has no man had thee there yet ? [ſhe ftarts 
Joc. They ken me !a weel fir It warks brawly. [agen, 
Ars Small. Hark you Husband, what is that youfaid but now? 

I beleevt, what was't ? the King is peſtilent, wilfall; hab; ! wast ſo? 

why then, for ought I know, hee mult bee beaten into better man- 

nNErs. 
Foc. Reight weel ſed geod feith, 
Ars Small. Honeſt Mr Doctor, pray come in fir ; 

You are the welcom'{t man come to my houle 

This fortnight— Husdand love him, has henot 

A taking countenance ? 

Ar Small. No body at the Gate? [ Fart. 

I am polleſt with feares and jealonſfies, | 

Ars Small. And well you may be Husband, I am ſure 

You have had cauſe enough, good Man, I grieve, 

I grievetothinkon't. 

Hr Small. Mr Door, be advis'd ; 

Pray go not unprepar'd ; to Night you ſhall £5 

Take my houle for your ſhelter, things work ſtrangely. 
Ars Small. Sweet Mr DoRtor you (hail be o wErome, 


Jt 
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Tt palſex ; truly, y'are a man upright 
In every thing I warrant, pray come in fir. 
Joc. Geod feith, tha cals is awter'd. 
| Exeunt, 
Enter a Crue of Countrey People. 
1- Cox, Bring forth your Prongs Nzighbeurs; All men ſtand up 
for thetruth - And he that will l:e oo the Sunday, is not to be tru- 


ſted the week after, what ſay you. Neighbours ? 
2 I ay a Sundaieslie may go as far as a work-dajes, my reaſon is, 


it has moreleaſure to travell. 

3 For my part neighbours let them lic that will. I have no more to 
doe witha lie, then a lie has todo wich me; if any lies with my wife, 
it ſhall go hard but ite do as much with bis. 

1 ],if he have one Neighbour, 

3 Why, if he have none Neighbour, I muſt go without ; no man 
will be a {]ave I think. | 

2 Aflave! wha has ſuch a mind let him have it ſtill : For my part 
Neighbours, Ile worke hard, earn my bread with the {weat of my 
browes, none ſhall eat away the fruit of my labour, but I will fit 
down when it is done, and laugh, io deſpight of all the Katars in the 
World, | 

4. Hold a pluck there Neighbour, 'tis ill playing with edgc=tooles ;. 
that word deſpight comes not in handiomely, .and may bring us all 


to the Pot. 
3 What !' have wee a ſcab'd ſheep amongſt us ? lets cleeze our 


flock of him. 

4 Hold Neighbour, hold, I am for you with all my heart, but 
give me leaveto ſpeak to you; I ambut a fool *tis confeſt, but chil- 
dren and fooles tell truth ſometimes, you know. 

Omnes, And what of that, and what of that, 

4 I ay again, 'tis dangerous medling with edge=tooles ; there's 
ſtore of trees here abouts, a2d there may bee Gibbets made of them, 
and yon know well enough what fruit Gibbets bring fort ty I ſay no 
more, but be carefull what you do. 

Omnes, Away With bim, away with him. 

4 One word more Neighbaurs, one word more ; it is not- well 
to mocke our Superiours, much worſe to threatenithem + for as L 


have heard, there was a {uit at Law. commenced about a Fart. 
Omnes7. 
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Omnes, Ha, ha, ha, how man,howl 

4 Why, 1 will tell you Neighbours, be but patient ; there was n 
fellow, lle not tell his name, was piſſing againſt the wall, the 
Mayor came by, now you know the Proverb, tell a tale to a Mare, 
_ and *twill let afart ; but here the caſe alters, for the fellow let the 
fart, and the Mayor took it in the noſe, and cauſed the fellow to b 
carried to the Town Hall, as Priſoner. 

3 The Mayor was a Hotſe, or a Whorſon knave, what's this to 
us? 

4 Now toth' ſuit. 

2 *Tis worn out, weel havenone on't. 

4 Neighbous, lay down your Prongs,take my deviſe; 
*Tis an old Proverb, be merry and wiſe. 

Omncs, Away With him,away with him,we will break the Cords 
of our ſlavery. Exennt, 

Enter Jocky,and Folly,and Anything . 

Fol. Thes gis tha DoRor, I toll'd ye o (ir,mickle wiſe an holy, 
My noa Contrymon ta fir. 

Azy, Sir the CharaQter 
The Town receives of you, makes me ambitious 
Of your Acquaintance. 

Jock. 1 complamen noot fir, Iſe doown reight Scot; 
Aw verety an honeſty, 

Any, The better (ir, 
That language is the freeſt from deceit, 
T hat carries moſt ſimplicity. 

Foc. Nezne, Iſe noot ia ſample neder. 

Any. Pardon me ; 
I ſpeak not in that ſenſe, but have regard 
Unto the Metaphor ; I don't conclude, | 
*Cauſe th* Organ of the foule may be infe&ted, _ 
The foul muſt be imperfe& ; for I've known 
Menrarely endu'd, that Nature has deny'd 
The benefit of expreſſion to. ht 

Foc. Year a Scollard fir, HS 2 

Any, And 1 preſume you one. T have read ſomething 
Of th* Metapbyficks, though T tooknoton me © 
The funRion, or the practice: But, no more 


A . 
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'Of that fir z *tis not wiſldome in a man 
-.Vnskil'd, to hold a weapon againſt a Fencer. 

Tec. Mickle weel ſed geod feith. 

Any. All my Diſcourſe 
Drawes to this Period ; that is,you'd be pleaſed 
T* afford me your opinion ; ſome thing I aile, 

But know not what, ſave this,a deprivation 
-Of breath, and find it prejudiciall to 
My Calling. 

Joc. You ha bad lungs fir, whilk macks ye ſhort wound, 

Any. I could have told you that fir ; My defe&t 2 
Proceeds from thence z but for the Remedy —— 

I know my failings. 

Joc. You'l faw fir intoll a Conſumption very ſoon fir, gif yetack 
noought ta kepe ye fro it; Aw the dreggs o Kowe mon be tane fro ye, 

Foy. Gead feith, gif he tack yee in hand fir, y'ar aw hole. 

Foc, Yar ta fat at hart fir, Pluraletes bred bet iddlenes, an iddle- 
nes, bad humors ; yee mon kepe a ſpar diet fir, an be brought lo wi 
Purgations fir, an whan tim ſers ha fim'Comfortives fir, 

Any. Sir, I (hall truſt my body to your Care, 
Foc. Bet 1c net truſt me ſaw to yours. [afede 
Emer a ſervant. 

Ser. Sir, Mr Soongu/'adefires you would come with the DoRor 
to him preſently. 

Fol. I fal ſwett hart, my Jo z Door, you mon ta Mr Soongnt'd. 
W1 Mme. | 

Any. You are ſent for fir, I ſee. 

Joc. Bet Ifal ha ye in mind fir, 

Ax. As ſoon as may bee—farewell fir. | Exit, 

Foc, Fer noot (ir, fer noot. 

: Exennt. 
Emer Trapheire, Witwud, and T ownſhift, © 
Drawer with wine, 
Draw, This is the beſt Room Gentlemen, 
#iw. It ſtinks of Tobacco, don'c it Coz? 
Town. How Tobacco / HF 
Tobacco is Companion for a Prince, 
Fir, I take none though. ps 
| 14. 
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T ra. Then you want education; fill Boy, fill, Exit, 
T ownſhift to thee. 
Town. Let it come. | [ Enter with Pipes and Tobacco, 


Draw, Sir, ther's ſome Gentlemen in the next Room deſires. 
your Company. | 

T own, What are they ? 

Draw. I think their names be Drawforth and Pinckearcaſe. 

Tra, Plain Drawforth and Pinckeer caſe ; well admit e*m. 
Shall it be ſo Coz? 

Wie. T hope there*lbe no quarrelling. 

Tra Whatifthere be? - 


Hzve you not here your men of Iron by you. [Enter Drawforth, 
Can you be better back'd and breſted tir; [ Pinckcarcaſe,and: 
Ty poof the Rogues have got a Bubble, [wantwit. 

own, Themore the merrier——your ſervant, 
Gentlemen, 


Drawf. This is our friend, and deſires your Acquaintance, 
Pinch, Gentlemen, a man of worth, Ile aſſure you, 
 VYi What Countrey man I pray fir ? 
Want. An Eſſex man (ir, your fervant., 
Drawf, The better fleſh Ile warrant. 
VVart.l know not that fir,I have neerbintri'J. 
VV. Nor neer ſhall be for me. 
Pinck. Drink, drink abont. 
Town, To thee Drawforth. 
D-rawf. A health to thy friends Miſtris. 
Tra, Well done, about with'c. 
YY/:t. I thank you Gentlemen, 
Trap. What ! not begin another ? | 
VYVt. I've drank too hard allready , this ſame glaſsand no more :: 
Gentlemen, your Ladies health fir. | 
Pinck, Why T raphiere, whence this gallantry ? 
Tra. What an idle queſtion 
| Ts that of thee 3 why, who ſhould do't, but this? 
He ſent his Taylor to takemeaſure of 
T he buildings of our bodies. 
Town. Andth appurtenances, 
Came to us by like Providence.. | tb 
Dravf. 
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Drawf. Drink, drink about. = DR ors ”- 

Tr4. Coz, let me give thee &'re our Wine ſome Counſell : 

You are a landed Man, be carefull what : 
Strange Company you keep ;- for there are Cheats, 

And deſperate Cheates avroad, will make no Conſcience 
To bring you into Bonds, and make you ſell 

Or morgage all you have ; take heed good Coz, 

What Company you keep» 

VV. He that cheats me, ſhall have good luck Coz. 

Pinc. When does your Taylor fit your body with 
A faſhionable ſute ; this deares an Antique 
And worn-out date. A gentleman of your Fortunes 
And walk fo like a Cow-driver. | . 

VVant, IT will have one 'gainſt Sunday, 2, 

Pinc. Some (ix yards makes me one too, let it be ſo; hah! 

Drawf. The like proportion fits me, twelve, us both. 

FF an. Well it ſhall be done Gentlte-men— [begins to be drun\, 

Town, Drink, drink about, your friend is gone, 

Dravf. Ile ſend yours after him, 

VVit. I-muſt-be-gone, *c15-late. 

Tra. No ſure. What, by thy Watch? 

PY:t. The band is upp-on-on-twel- ve, [Lbe's drunk. 

Trap. A pretty Watch, I prethee lend it me, - 

To have another made by. | 

VFVit. Tis-a- Watch-of Price- Coz, 

Tra. I would not borrow it elſe. 

Pinc. What (tore of Chink have you ? 

V V ant. Money-cnough,mony- enough. 

Pinch, Lend me a peece or two, 

VY azt. There-there Boy, _. 

Drawf. Thelike to me fir,come,I (hall,I ſhall, 

VV ant. There-fir. Ile-be gon— 

Pixck. The houſe, the houle, to pay, 

Enter Drawer. 

Draw.Twenty ewo ſhillings and y'are welcome Gentlemen. 

Dr awf. make it up five and twenty, and you two ſhall caſt Dice 
which payes it—— are all parties agreed Iknew [Exit. 
- our noble friend will not be backward, | | 
E 2 Towne 


© "> —— 
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Towns. Nor ours; Heroick ſpirit wilt thou ? 


Enter Drawer with WV ine, 
Draw. Her's more wine-Gentlemen, 
Town. About with it, about with it.. [Exit Drawer, 
Drawf, The Dice, the Dice. [They throw, 


Tra. Come tis a good throw. Coz, 

Dravf. Bat that's better fir ; your friend paies.. 

VVit. Hang him he cheated, he's a cheat. 

V Van Nere gonot I, Gentlemen. 

VY.t. Youlie, you lic. 

Pine. How the lie ? will you take that? 

V/Y a:t. How ſhall-I-help it pray ? 

Tra. Well done Coz, DS . 

YVYVit. —Hang him: he's-but # Conntr Calfe, 

Pinck. Throw a.Pot at's head. Ms 

T'Vant. I fhall-not-hit-big. 1f-I-doe ; I am-no+more 
Puppy-then your ſelf——-. [throws a pot, 

Drawf. Why, that was well done. 

VV. Tle-kick you firrah T learn'd-that of-you Coz 

Pinch, Gallants expe to hear from us,and ſuddenly, 

Dryawf. A Coach there. | 

FF. T hope, they—wait—not for us——hahl. 

Tra. What if they .do ? we fear em not, pay, pay; 
Boy there's your reckoning. Call a Coach. Boy.  Exennt. 


Enter Scarefoole, 


Scaref- Ha ye wark for a,Scot Sawger, wha -ha bien aw tha. 
Wirld ore ons ten toes; Ser'd aw Religions, an can tha better be 0 
eny. I ha kild tha Whar a Badbilon, Body an Saw, brent aw her 
Rawlecks wi tha feer. o zeale, 1 can earry twa feces under won. 
hood:I can be a Sent,an Icanbe a Deel,gif ye ha wirk for me; I ba. 
ſeeme a powre a riches in me dees, but ha broought noeught heom . 
wi me bet St Angras Crols, want an Poverty, 


Enter Bill, Jocky. 


Bll, Afir! the bonny filler came a pece,. gif I to'dum- a tale, | 
hn _- 
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thay'dga mickle beeds ; geod feith won pell ſer'd aw malades, | 

; ny whot pell wos thot mon? 

Bil. The Pell o (edition, 
Je. A, ken youthot mon ?-tha ſam ſet tha Magiſtrat an's wife 
1ntoll feares an jealouſies, turn'd tha inſid o tha Kirkmon ooutwards, 
annoow's aw gall, tha Ceteſon gis as bitter; tha Leyer cannot ſtond 
he's brought ſa weeke wy me Purgations,and tha Curtier noot worth 
tha grond a goes on ; I halet aw his geod as weele as he's bad bleod 
Out. 

Scar. Saw'ye Gentlemen gif ye ha a mind ta bien ſaw'd, ken ye 
me firs ? 

Joc. How-ſud we ken: thee mon ?- 

Scar, Wha, noot Scarefool your Contremon? 

Bil. Whir haſt biea mon ? 

Scar. Aw tha Wirld ore firs, aa noow aw pleces are wary o me; 
Iſe cam ta Arg/ond toll ſecke wirke. 

Joc, Here's wirke enoough gif ye bien wit: ta decle wy tha Ang- 
liſh mon, | | 

Scar, Geod feith Iſe chet 'amthay wern ner ſa cheted, ſhow me- 
toll 'am, whar liew thay ? | 

Joc. In th' Cety,and Contre ta; marry,bet cam awey wy us mon, 
wees tack adrinck firſt, an tawke mere on't, 

Bil, Cam awey Jo, cam awey, Exennt. 
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Enter SoonegnFd, and his Wife Laymedown. . 


$5, TYOwn with this-Babel-builder, this Court pride, 
| Dagon and his Idolaters (hall down. 

Lay. 1, down with'em husband, down with fem, they have ſtood 
long cnongh; I am ſure their long ſtanding have made you come. 
ſhort many a time and often, but I hope now husband you'l take *em 
down a Button hole lower, | 

9 oo E.3. Soon, * 
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Soon, Am notTIa man? 

Lay. You think ſo husband, I warrant. 

S20n, Why, a King's no more. 

Lay. Nay, is he that husband ? troth I dare ſay our man Williams is 
as good a man asthe beſt of you ; for as they ſay, a man is a man and 
he has but 3 hoſe on's head. 

$002 Well, I am reſolv'd William (hall forth. 

Laj. Forth, how do you meane forth ? I hope you will not leave 
me unprovided at home; you know your own buſineſs abroad, and 
I am cert2ine he can do your buſineſs at home better than your lelf— 
ob husbund, husband here's the Scotch DoRtor, [| Enter Focky, Folly, 

Soon, Mr DoRtor, whar news Mr Doctor? [_Billy, Scarefoole, 

ec. Nen geod fir,nen geod fir, bet me frond ha had hes ca(s pul'd 
ore his lugs. 

Soon. By whom, by whom ? 

Fol. Wha, wha, bet tha prod Prelates fir ; Iſe told 'um e thair kna- 
very, an thay gar tackx awey me brawery i det thoough thay ha tac- 
ken awey me Cot, thay fall ner tack awey me con(cience, that's holl 

an ſound, an ned nen o thair pachings o thair preachments. 

Lay. O wicked, wicked children of darknelis / 

7oc, Her's a frond o minſir,a mon a meight an mettell,yyha ha en- 
dured meny a brunt and ſtorme, he fall ſtond betwixt ye in aw 
harme. 

So0n.T ſhall be glad of your acquaintance fir. 

L ay. True, truly fir, you have a face like a man, you'l do the buſt- 
nels 1 warrant, let you alone, but gently to the woaea fir, for we.. 
are twigs, and may be bow'd which way you liſt z meere tender 

_ twigs fir, 

Scar, Bred, bet ſam o ye bien toouga enoough. 

Lay.We are a long time indeed a bringing up, but then we are 
ſoone caſt dowwne 5 women have tender hearts, and tender fleth, and 
tender conſciences, though naughty men report that we have none; 
husband (hall they walk into th'Parlor ; I do love to enter into Dia- 
logue with theſe Gentlemen,they talke ſe prettily, | 

Soox, I, with all my heart. 

Lay. You will meet with (ir fine Plunder 'mong the Ladies ; .you 
ſhall dine with us too — you may make me amends with a Covrt 

{mock ; Ilookto weare one in truth,they are [o fine and foperfum'd, 
it paſſes, - = Soon, 
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Soox, Come fir, wee'l diſcourſe of our affaires 
After w'avedin'd — you'l dine with us too Gentlemen ? 
Joe, Wees tack ye ot yar word, Exeunts 


Enter Amthing, and Bojes following him, 


eAny, Nay, you may do't firs, you may do't, you have warrant 
for't ; *tis well enough known, the Pompe of the Prelates, the 
Whore of Babylon her (elfe in her feathers, the Kings of the earth 
commit fornication with her Plu-alities of Benefices makes men brt 
idle, ſaies Mx Doctor, and idlenels makes you fat, and fat makes you 
purſy, and fo by conſequemce ſhort winded ; It is a trick of Rome to 
ſtarve our Religion ; Let /ezabel/ be brought before the Elders,and 
the whore of Baby:/on to the Whipping poſt, let her have laſh upon 
laſh ; let her ſmock-be given to the Rag-men, it may come tobe Pa» 
per, and her Condemnation writ ia't ; let the Whelpes and the Cubs 
be brought to the Stake, baite '*um,. baite *um, baite *um, I am your 
warrant laith Mr DoQor. 

Bojes,Maſter DoRor's an Als. 

Anz. Children you talk not like men, you are but midling Chri- 
{tjans, is well known to tbe Pariſh. 

Boyes, That Bedlams fit for you, 

Any. Thoſe that will follow me, let 'um follow me, 

T am now forthe Truth, 
And the Covenant in ſooth. —— Exeunt, 
Boyes, Hi,bi bi, Stow the Frier, ſtow the Frier. [ They ſongs. 


E xenunt afier him, 


 Futer Downfall aud Worn-out. 

Down. You ſee what he has brought me to, my Crutches ;. 
I was ere held an able man ycu know; 
Had my tongue at Command, and my head too, 
But now they both are lo enfeebled I 
Have ſcarcethe ule of either ; if I had 
It were all one,the Countrey People are 
Bewitcht into beliefe, they have as much 
Reaſon and Law as I, and will become 
Their own Sollicitors,and Councelltos.. 
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| I cannot laſt long, but expe ſtill when 
My Crutches will deceive me, andiI fall 
Toth' ground for ever. 
Worn. I am brought to nothing 
Atwell as you, little thought a Scotchman 
Could ere have dreind my Veins,and purſe ſo dry, 
1am not worth the ground 1 go on; 10 
Dejected are my thoughts ; my ſpirit-loſt, 
And all the hopes of my recovery 
Extinct and buried. 
Down. 1 ſhould not have known you, 
Had you not told me-who you were; you are 
'S0 changed from your (elf. Oh thoſe were times, 
Wortby tocall to mind, (though to our griefe) 
When you and I, like Twins, deriv'd a being 
From one anothers ſuſtenance, the Monopolics 
T hat you projeRed, and I perfected ! 
Like two expert Limners, the one imploy'd 
To faſhion th' face, the other to finiſh it. 
-#or.—I,thole were times indeed, but all I got 
Then, has been ſince conſumed ; and Igueſs 
You are not much the better ; I am weary - 
I proteſt of my life, and would thank him _ 
. Would do me {o much good as take it from me. 
Dow. —Patienceis the beſt remedy where no 
Better.can be obtain'd;; 'tis vaine to crave 
The thing we want when *tis not to be had ; 
Your dancing dajes are done, and allthe breath 
The Scot has left me ſcarce will heat my fingers» 
worn.—And my afflition does the more increaſe 
To lee my friends difabl'd,as I am, 
From helping one another, *tis a griefe 
That's inexpreſlible. and not for cure. | 
Down.— What Fortune ſowres, content muſt (weeten, he 


Is the beſt man o'rcomes his miſery. Exennt. 


Enter Smallfaith and bis wife« | 
For my part, I am bat « man, and Iowe nc 


Smal, 


OO rm —— — 
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letthem take it, as they (ay they will, give 'um good on?, let them 
come, let them come— where are they ? ſtand, iand,ſtand. 


#ife, Husband now you talk of ftanding, pray let me lye down, 


and then let **m do their worlt, I defie *em. 

Smal, — And ſodo I, wee'l to the Terret, Woman,and there we 
are ſecur'd*gainlt Devill, and Par:evant. | | 
- Wife, —I'mweary'd off my legs with doing nothing bat running 
up and down in 'e'ry Nooke and Corner like a Rat for feare of 
catching. | : 

Smal., —They are comming, they are comming ; let me come in 
w eman, let me come in. | 

wife. 1 would you would come in husbanJ once, you have-been 
ut long enough to ſmall purpoſe I'm ſure, Exennc. 


Emer Swrehold, Reſolution, 


Ref. Beleeve it, their nimes at our ruine ; 
And though the Cord they make be ſomewhat finer 
Than Ordinary," [will choak us at the laſt ; 

I hold a naked freedome better far 

Than an adorned Priſon ;gobeen fetters 

And [ron ones produce a like effe&, 

What difters them 's but curioſity. 

Swre. Into what a Lethargy has theſe rabble Scots 
Betray'd the peoples ſenſes ? tell them on'e 
And they! abuſe you for't. Nay, though they ſee 
Diſtraction brought unto their very doore 
_ look ont, and not know it till they Trek it, 

And then will tamely kiſs the Rod that Whipt '©mm. 

A Nation proud and Arrogant as the Brggur, 

That when tas got a Bonnet *oove his weari 

Will ſcarce bow to the Giver. All the ſervice 

They ever did this Nation was to help 

The pou eat m ms _ their fortunes. 

Keſ. Th'are good for nought, but to cat,louze, and ſleep, 
; Fang _ rap Telly of | 

on Join of AniFria,to , cat Cham, 
Their valour at Hadril, Levant, alot wh 
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You will, and this in ſome blind Chimney Corner © [:+-f 
In fame and {moake, rouz'd up with lanted Ale, f 
*T4ll that their faces do reſemble th' Towns 

They ſet on fire ; And yet dare not encounter 

A Rat or Weelell. 


Sxre. 


Yet the world reports . 
Them, men for ſiege the beſt, and can endure” | > 
The greateſt hardſhip. 1 
Reſe.Very true, if they | 29G 
May but ly (till they'l feed on one another, 
Rather than venture on their Enemy 
To get the leaſt Proviſion, and indeed 
The worſt will ſerve their turne, for they are men. 
Loves any thing but beating, yet they*l take 
That too if need be; take*em down a little, 
And you may fillip dead a ſcore of them, 
It is a ſhame ths Engliſh ſhould become 
Such mules to ſuch baſe burdens ; I'm reſolv'd 
To turne the Charice o'th' Dy chat favours them,, 
Though tothe hazard of my being.. 
Swre. 'Twill 
Be tanea peece of ſervice fit for Chronicle, 
And you ſhall want no furtherance. 
Reſo, It I bring not 
The Souldier, Doors, and their "Crue of Cheaters 
As tamely to be hang'd as pappy Dogs, ' 
Let me recelve no credit fron you after. Exenunt. 


Enter Sooxegnl'd anda S eminary Prieft going to _ the. 
Covenant with the Popes Bull. 


Sou: Sir, though I hate your Bulls,and your Decoyes,. 
And know you have two ends to all your wajes ; 
Ifeare you not, for Truth will ſhew her ſelfe 
Inſpight of all the clouds you caſt upon her.. 
Sem. You are in th' right. Truth will appeare, and that ik, 0 
To th' ſhame of your trim'd Covenant; for hongh RIES 
She be but plaine, ſhe is moreglorious .. : LA 
en 
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Than all the gloſs and Colours that ſets forth 
That new deviſe, Created to deceive 
Poore ſimple people, and at laſt your ſelyes. 
Soon, Theſe are but dandying, Ile purſue my wager, 
. Sem. ]le venture ten pound more y*are loſt in weight. 
Soox, You'lloſe your lelfe fir with your confidence. 
- Sews; Bar treachery and I care not. Exenn, 


Enter Trapheire, Witwnd,and Townſhift, 


7V:t,T cannot endure this fighting Coz, a Dad. 

Tra. Pox, take your Dad; is that an Oath for a Gentleman ? 
A Lad at ten {weares more profoundly z you'l 
Bequarrelling, and then you dare not fight ; 
As though'I were a wall of Stecle or Braſs, 
To ſtand betwixt you,and receive the Darts 
Caſt at you ; Sir, why did your Cowlſhip ſend 
An Anſwer to your Challenge, if you found : 
Your bloud ſo Coole and Phlegmatick ? Log 

Fit.” Twas your doing,—I had not had the heart elle, [aſides 

Town. For preſervationof your honour fir | 
Conld you do leſs than Anſwer him ? 

Wit, What was be 
That brought the Challenge ? 

Town, Piuckcarcaſe by name. 

"it. A devilliſh name, and full of devilliſh ends; 
This fighting is not lawfull ; prethee Coz 
Take up the matter, I have little maw to't. 

T own. What, now the Hoſtage Reputation | 
Is paſt, will you Recant, Reneage, Revoke, j 
Recoyle, Revert ? ſtand to:your Principles. 

Vit. I ſhall not ſtand an inch of ground beleeyve me. 

Tra. 'Tis pitty tart worth any ; let me ſee, 

How ſhall we do't with Honour ? 
Wit.” Tis no matter | | 
For that thing Honour ; let her walk alone, q 

I don't defire'her Company of ſuch tearmes, ” 48: be 
Sweet Coz,{fweet Coz. | [4 
—— F 2 Tra. 
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| Tra, Let me ſee —— I'm reſolv'd 
That you ſhall fight him. 
Wit, Coz, I bad forgot 
I fweare, a ſtrange infirmity, that is 
I zound when as 1 beare a Gun ſhot oF 
And tremble at a Piſtols, all my ſcnſes 
Become as uſelefle. 
Town, Why, 'twas your own motion. 
it. No matter, 'tis but fo much charges loft, 
I willnot fight with Bullets, I've more conſcience. 
Tra Why, then you mult prepare 3g Caſeof Rapicts,. 
For 7 ownſh:ft and my ſelfe, ours are grown dull 
With ofte n uſage, 
7«.Oh,the better Coz 7 
They'l dolefs miſchiofe. 
Tr4. Then your fencing Maſter 
Muſt make you at Your Chamber fit for ty field. ? 
#ir, That's paſt his $kill I'm fare ;- more charges Con, 
_ © Tra. It cannot be avoided; if you mean 
- To fight on faot,and put off your Horſe combate. 
*it.In my mind 'tis horſe-play to fight on foot; 
But hark you Coz, don't you make winking at 
That Weapon ye call ſharp, I'm not ſo ſet. 
Tra. Fye,winking, No, bow will you ſee to hit bins; 
F:t. No _— - -— hit not me ; but mayn'tT. 
Bar Points being t hallenged ?. 
Ta. That's baſe, and Player»like 
Wit. I'de rather play fo, than worke otherwiſe. 
Town. Comec,come, reſolve, you know the time draws necre. 
Fit, I would it did-not, I love net to think on't ; 
Can we throw nothing in Times-way to make 
Him ſtumble, and ſtop a lietle. E 
Tra. Reſolve upon your weapon ere he be 
Furniſh'd with horſe and Piſtols | 
Town. Ile lay my lite he's that already, then- 
'Twill be onworthy in you tow——— 
ir. Good (ir, talk not tome of Worthics, my Father was none- 
af the Nine ; be ne'r kept Company with your Huffs, ner Paths Dos 
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could drinke in a Taverne and nee quarrell aboat the Reckoning] 
liv'd without knocks, and dy'd inthe loveof his Pariſh. ww 
Tre. But he has left a-quarrelſome ſon behind 
Muſt pay for all, ET 
Wit. 1 ſha'n't Rand much upen 
That point, ſo I may be difcharg'd from beatings , 
Methinks a skin ſet out with Eylet boles 
Appeares not handſome, nor z face tobe 
Paintedwith black and blew, hate thoſe colours. 


Town, What will you give bim ſhall take up the buſineſs without - 


loſs to your honour ? 

Wit. A man cannotioſe 
That which be never had ; My Father was 
A man of Bags, and might have becn a Knight 
When Knighthoods went a begging. 

Town. But to the matter, 

What ſay you tomy propoſitien ?- 

Wit, Troth, | £ 
Tt ſounds well, letme ſee now what in Conſcience 
You will demand ? 

Towns. But twenty peeces. 

- Wis. Soz PEI $$ 
To ſave « man from beating, very F 
How many ſuch dyemone: with in the yeare Þ- 

Town. Hundreds, handreds far.. | 

Tr. Men muſt live Coz, men muſt live, 

"Wit.Any where but on me (good Cor;)but fir, 

Before my Coz here, Ile give youten. 
T7. Tenistoolittle in all conſcience Coz. 

Town. Conſider fir the danger. 

Wit, And the Charge | 
Alceady I've been for horſe and Piſtols, . 

But thoſe I hope you willreturnme, when- 
Fhe peace is made. 

Tr. Not one, expe@ not one; 

Th'are forfeit Goods to us Lords ef the Soile. 
Town,'Tis _— been at charges, and for that 
Reaſon llc undertake it at your rate ; ; 


—— 
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s ad . .* 
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Forbid, bat I ſhould beare a Conſcience to00, 
Meet us at th' Mairmaid, 

Tra. At the houre of twelve. 

T own. The preciſe time. 

Tra. Cozen, he will deſerve it. 

#it. Would I had his Art | 
To live by when I and my fortunes part. _  Execunt, 


v 


Enter Waniwit, Drawforth, P inckCarcaſe. 


Pinc. He is the Challenged,and juſtly may 
Deſigne the way of fighting, and the Place 
But though you have provided us with Horſes, 
S words, Piſtols, and lo forth, yet there's a thing 
Cal'd money, we do want, put caſe he ſhould 
Fall by your handyin what a caſe were we ? 

Drawf. Suppole that you ſhould tall ; 
I, there's the Danger. : 
Drawf. We mult fly tor't, and that we cannot do . 
Conveniently, without a ſum, the Oratory 
Ot Silver makes our paſſage free and lafe, 
The want of it detaines us; open, open 
Your cloſe-mouth'd bags, and let them ſpeake to us. 

Want. Troth Gentiemea, le tell you, and 1 lie not, 
Thiave got a hoarleneſle fince they came to Town, 
And ſpeak fo low, a man can hardly heare 'em. 

Pinc, One Mortgage fir will raiſe their voice againe. 

tant. Well, well, he might have ta'ae another way 
To worke ; had I been he, and he been me, 
I would have askt him Mercy. 

Drawf.But you ſee 
He is a man of ſpirit, ſpirit, fir ! 

Warr. T would he had no more then I,a gnat 
Ts better furniſht ; I have heard my Mother 
Proteſt, and ſolemnly, I had a heart _ , 
No bigger than a hazell Nut, | 

Pivc, —Why, ſaw ſhet? _ _, 

ant, No, but ſhe felt it ; 'tis an imperfeRion 


In 
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In Nature I can't help, and'tis as cold 
I warrant as a Cucumber. 
Drawf. And riſeth 
Solittle in your ſtomack |. 
Wan. Trotb, as little 
As may be fir; how ſhall Theat it Gentlemen ? 
—— Drink wine and Drab. 
Want. Why, ſo I do you know ; 
Yet whenthe flame of drinking's o'r,I fall 
Into the Nooſe of Taverns, like a Pigeon. 
Pinc, Only then y'ad beſt fight when y*are drunke.. 
.. Want. Ando. | 52 
Be hang'd when I am ſober; z no, I beare 
Too great a Conſcience. 
Dravf. If it be a burthen 
Too hard to beare, wee" teach you how to throw 
It off, and liveas we go without any. 
Fant. Take up this quarrell Gentlemen,nd have 
My heart for ever, : ' | 
Pinc. What to do, to throw 
The hounds ye ſtarve ? yet that ſolittle,'twill 
- Not be a monthfull ; *tis your money We 
 Valuethe molt, let your heart go as't came. 37 
Want, Why, I (hall mortgage next Weeke.. ni: 23 
Pinc. Are you ſerious e : —_ 
May we give credit to you? | 
Want, I've occaſion.. 
Drawf. Thou ſhalt haye more rattier than wan 3 3 my.Bully,.. 
| We arethy Guardians, wha affaalts our weil, Feds: 
qwnGr unleſle be be c on a ſure Guard;, . , .  Exennt, 


be ; | 
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Enter Jocky, and Bily. 


Bil. Red, thos Angliſh ar Decles,w'are aw loſt men; Aw oour 

LJ knavery is oout, nen wull tack oour parts ; Tha Cetcſons 

hong thare heds doown lick bull ruſhes, an won noot bien ſen for us. 

Jock, Hoow cam thay in tha Deeles namia aw o won mind? Ie 

fur Iſe ded whot Ile cud toll mack \umm bet on oder ta deeth ; tha 

Deele feere *um, thar lick Serpans that gif ye ſmit 'um gſander wall 
zoyne agen, 


Eater Sc arefoolt with bus ſword draws, 


Sear. Ware aw loſt, ſheft, ſheft, tha Decles a comming toll tare 
-tha Covnant ſha yeer hcelcs, ſha yecre beeles, ſpang awey (irs, pang 
-UWCy, * Exitramning. 
= On's gif tha men © War flee, whar fall we hid our fells w—— 
Aw (ir;fir. Emey Reſolution with 207 3 
Reo. Take them into your Cuſtody, they are | 
Your lawfull prize. Ex, 

Bil. A firs, a firs, geod feith wees ment ne bad. 

1 Soul, What Mr DoQors 1 have we found ye? who can care the 
Citizen of his heed ach but the Scotch DoRors ? who their wives of 
the Tooth-ach but the Scotch DoRtors f the Scotch DoRor is all in 
all, the Kirke will take no Phyfick but of the Scotch Door ; the 
-Conntry will be cheated by none but by the ScotchDoRor;the Court 
and Gentry will be begger'd by none but the beggerly Scotch Do- 
Rors; come away and be bang'd. Exennt. 

Jee. Bil. Mercy firs, Mercy, Mercy,Mercy. 


Enter Scareſocle running with bu Sword draws, 


Sear. Hawd, hawd, bawd fire he rrymebles. 
| | Reſelw: 


Reſolg. Nay, I don't intend 
To take th' advantage of you as I may, 
I owe a greater honour to true valour 
I have heard Nobly of your Countrymen, 
And therefore to aſſure my ſelfe Report 
Lies not, I have expos'd my Perſon to 
T his fingle hazard, [_he trembles, 
Scar. A fir I dee leov you. | 
Reſel. And I fhall love youtoo, if thatT find 
You prove as Gallant as y'ave ſpoke your ſelfe ; 
Conlider what dependances are on you, 
Whom y'ave iavolv'd by your large promiſes 
Tothis Engage rent ; let them ſee youdare 
Do ſomething for their money. 
Scar. Be me ſaw fir 
Fug a mickle Gallant mon, Iſe thra me ſwerd an here at your aon 
cet fir, 
Refol. That's baſe, not Souldierlike ; ſubmiſſivene!s 
In this Caſe ſpeakes you Coward, and if to, 
My breath has been ill ſpent; what, will you fight? 
Scar, Noot anenlt ye fir, geod feith I leove a Angliſh moni wy- 
2W my hert. A fir, A fir, ſend aw reight, ſend aw rejight — her rack 
me weppon, Ie your non Priſoner ſir geod feith, [ He offers bis 


Reſol. Since thou art ſo bale, [ ſword. 
And not fit for a Noble Treaty, take 
This, this, and this. | [kicks him. 
Scar. A geod fir, uſe me like a Gentlmen, 
Reſol, A Gentleman, a Swincheard, hangye, go, [kicks him, 
Exenm, 


The Bubbles broke, the wind gave Being to. 
Within. 
Yare welcome Gentlemen, ſhew a Roome there Boy. 


© Enter Trapheire, Witwad, Townſhift, and Drawer. 


Tra. Sirrah, there will ſome Gentlemen aske for ns, 


Dire& *<m hither. Rs 
 Drew.Iſhallfir ; what's yoar wine? % Þ 
T ew, Sack, Boy, the quickning - Tobacco > 
ET G I — ] c AS 
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As may inſpire a ſpirit into clay, 
Quickz,and as ſharpe as lightning. 
Ht. Oh good fir, | 
T can't endure to think upon a ſtorme ; 
Talk not of lightning,it does bode ſome quarrelling;. 
The calmeſt language is the beſt, when there's 
A peace intended. [Enter Drawforth, Pinckearcaſe,, 
Tra. Herethey come ; now Coz Waziwit,and Drawer with wine, 
For your honour ſeeme ſomewhat averſe 
To an agreement; carry your ſelfe ſtoutly, . 
With an unalter'd Countenance, 
Wit. Tis not in | 
The power of humane frailty,. 
Tra. —Gallants; welcome; - 
Yeaare men TI lee for Credit. 
Want. What mult I ſay ?- 
Drawf Carry your ſelfe manly. 
Want. What would I give now for an Inch of manhood 
How he does eye me; would I had a look [_ Drawf Tra.Town.aud 
But halfe ſo piercing, I'de encounter then [_ Pinch whiſper, 
With Baſilisks ; It carries daggers in't | 
Will penetrate a Coat of Male; there is. [PWirwnd and Wantwit 
No ſafety but in diſtance. [ſtare at one another, 
Wit. How he looks at me 1 | 
With ſuch a hungry countenance, as though. 
He meant to /atisfie himſelfe apon me z 
But if he knew but whata peece of fleſh. 
He had to deale with, hee'd not beſo greedy 
I was not cut out for a Royſter ; ſure 
Nature ne*c meant me for the field, unleſs 
To call my Cattle home, or.try my hounds. 
I am fo great an enemy to a {word 
] weare none when Iride ; Oh, how yon fellow 
Would ſpurne me, like a Mufhrome, could he get- 
Me but alone ; but, he ſhall be hang'd firſt. 
Tra, What, all this while and ſpeake not to each other 2 
. Why, you have hearts of Oake ; Not bow, deare Cozl: 
_ Wir. I capnotbolp it... nib 4 ET 2 


6:1 WW 


Towne. 
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Town, Come,we muſt have you friends. 
Want. With all my heart fir, 
Wit. How's this ? the man's bewitcht ; 

'See what the Gold can doe / | 
W1t.If you pleaſe fir, Iam your humble ſervant. 
Tra. And what ſay you Coz? ; 
Wit. Ham, 1 ſmelt, *tis ſo, 

The fellow is-2 Coward on my life, 

Are-they not all ſo? *tis a bleſſing then. 
Drawf.Come lir,our friend is willing to paſle by 

All the affronts you gave him, if you'l wave 

His Challenge, 

Wit. Ile wave nothing but my Sword 

Againſt my Enemy. 

Town. Shall we be friends ? 

it. A ftriendly blond runs not yet currant in me; 

Be challenged by a dunghill Cock? I ſcorne it. 

Tre. Why,this is rare 1 Coz, Ile ſpit in thy mouth, 

Pnc. Sir, "tis your friends deſire aſwell as ours 
To prevent bleudihed. 

Wit, —Let ſuch things as you, | 

That dare not waſte their bloud be ſparing on't ; 

For my part, Ile not value if he Tap 

From me a Pailefull. 

Tra. Who the Devill Conjur'd 

Up ſuch a ſpirit in kim ? G es,” 

Pirc.Your friend's grown—— 
Take him down, or by this light 
Ile kick him, 
Tra. Pough, let me alone for that, 
'Want.The Gentleman grows angry,tle be gon. { 0 Drawforth. 
Drawf. Hang him, a Coward, a meere Coward, friend; 
Want. How, a coward! he ſpeakes not likeone; 

I would his hands were ty'd bebind him, 

Would make a triall on't ; but he has teeth 

Strong as the tusks of Boares, and legs more (tiff 

And big then any Bedspoſt, I ſhould do | 

no good upon him, | 

T7a. Come Coz, throw _ G3 - Your 


| 
A 
: | 
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Your Ranting babit off, the. Scene of War 
Is paſt, and now put on your Robe of Anuty,. 
The Bride-garment of Peace. 
Wit, —Peace | who ſhallpeace? . 
*Tis ſawcineſs to tell me (a. 
Tra. How's this / 
You worme / 'iight, if I lay my hands 
Upon you once, Ile teare you into nathing, 
You Cowardly ſimple Puppy. Sirta, lle— - [he takes him by the- 
Wt, Not ſo loud gcod Caoz:z [/honlatr, 
You know I have but tollow'd, your dineQtians. 
Tra, Be hang'd, and overdone it, ha'n't you firrah ? 
The Gentlemen ſhall know you: bave nat ipirit 
To look a Cat in th' face, if that you ben't 
More ſociable. 
Fit. — Good Cozen, Ile:da any: thing; 
Tra. Well, I have brought:him tat with mughadoe; [rakes Hare... 


Here, ſhake hands, ſin;.you myſkbbe friends. . [ &y the hawd and 
Wit, Well, if I muſt, I muſk; patience-is a vertue, | &rwnps bins to. 
And Ile embrace it — I am your friend fir. Witwnd, 


Want, T (hall never be your foeſir. 
Fit. So ſaid, and ſo deneſir, will do well. 
Tra. The Raſcall as it hand{omly. 
Pinc.To your credit - | . 
Ours is the ſfillieſt Rogue, | F 
Drawf. Boy, more wine; _ [Enter Drawer, 
Would we had Muſicke here to celebrate 
This Nupttall. 
Draw. I williend for ſome. 
Tra, Do lo; come, here's to the Married Couple. 
1. 1.do belegeve we bothcan't: get a Boy [Emer Fidiers, 
Will prove a Souldier. 
Pins, Ab firrab, are- yanthere2- 
Fid.I am your own man ſiy. 
Pmc. Let's have a good Ayre, buttdriak firlÞ- 


— — S—_p—_ _——— 


Tre. 
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Tr4. That, thatby all meanes. | | 


Fid.Pleale you to heare me— is but a Ballad put to 


_ Oneof their own tunes. 
Pine. The better, thebetter, let's heat't. 
+ Wy 
Am lend, lend y ar Ings Joes, an Tſe «ſong, 
C Sing heoms pr Jocks, fing heom _ Foc > 
O bes bonny deeds, aw hes prowes enoong ; 
Sing heom agen, heom agen, O valent Jockr. 


Sirs Jock y's a Mon held o mickl/e Note, 
Sing heom agen Jacky, &c. 

Tha breech o tha Covnant ſtuck in hes thrate; 
Sing beom agen, heom agen,& c. 


For Jocky wes riteous, whilke ye wad admire ; 
Sing heow agen,C 0 | 

He fooght for the Kirks, bet a planaer'd tha Quire; 
Sing heom agen, heom agen,& ce 


An J ocky waxt roth antoll Anglond a cam, 
Sing heom agen,&c. 

Fro whance:he'd retwrne,b:t a lack ai Lam;. 
Sing heom agen, &c. 


Hn Jochy wes armed fro top-toll tos, 
Sing heom agen, &c. ; 
Wia prowre o Men,antb' are geod\ Deng I tro; 


Sing hoom agen, &v. 


Sa valent I wis thay wer,an ſaprat, 
Sing heom agen Jacky;&e. 
Ne cock nor hen durft ftond in their gat . 
Sing heom agen, heom,Cc. 


I every flreete thay ded ſa flutter, 
Sing heoms apen, &c, : 

Ne (b:ld dorſt ſhaw hes bred an butter; . 
Sing Leom agen,&'c. -- 
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Noow wha oour ferces thay herd on ore night, 
Sing heom agen,Cfe, | 
Next morne they harne#t themſels for a fight; 
- Sing heom agen, &'c. 


Thare Denke was tha mon that wel be ſex ftoote, 
Sing heom agen &c. : 

He feect us awh:le,ſtret twurn'd Arſs aboot; 
Sing heom agen,&c. 


Our men that ater theſe valent Scot went, 
Sing heom agen, fc, -» 

Had ner fond h1m oout bet by a flrong ſent, 
Sing heom agen heom agen, o valext Jocky. 


Tra. Ha,ha,ka! it's good enough for the ſubje&, [Enter Drawer. 
Pinc. Drinke abont, drinke.about ; More wine Boy; 
Here Vitwed to thee. 
Town. Let's diſcharge the Muſick. ws 
Vit. With all my heart. - 
Town, There yeRaſcals, 
Fid, Thanke you Gentlemen. Exennt Fidlars, 
Dravf. Trapheire to thee. 
Ta. Let it come, a Pint and thou darſt, 
Pic. Art mad, Tyapheire is drunke enough, heel be 
Not'company for a Dog immediately, | 
Tra. To your Mightinels fir. 
Pivxc. I ſhall pledge your Highneſs fir— to you fir. 
wit, Excuſe me pray fir, I am almoſt ſpent, 
Pinc, Not pledge me! 
Tra. No, be ſhall not pledge you ir; 
What then? he is my friend. 
Pixc, But why ſhould he 
Be more excus'd then ours ? will you drinke for him? 
Tra. Not, neither fir. h 
Pixc.Then he (ball pledge me fir. 
Tra.He ſhall not fire 


T own. 
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Town. Nay Trapbeire, what doſt meane ? [ Pinc.throwes the 
Tra Hang him turd— Are you good at thatfir? [Pot at him, 
]:ſhall returne you Anſwer by this Meſſenger. [_ Drawes. 
Wir. Good Coz no fighting z 1 will drink a Gallon 
Rather than loſe one drop of bloud —It is 
Too pretious for the floore to drinke, [Enter Drawer. 
Draw. Gentlemen your noiſe has drawn Souldiers into'the houſe, 
thia: e comming upzas many as can get into that little Cloſer, 
Pinc. [ would not bein cuſtody tor a-Million 


The Rode, the Rode wo | [ Tre. Pinc. Town,and 
Drawf. That's all our faults, in,in. | [Drawf-yet in. 
Wit. Where ſhall we be? Enter Souldiers. 


Soul. Where's all theſe Huffs —— what you two make this noiſe? 
hurle Pots, breake Glafſes, you are youths indeed ; Is-this a time of 
night for you to rant in?: come you muſt with us. Exennt, 

ant. Nay good Gentlemen. 

Emer Drawer. 
Draw. Gentlemen, you may come forth, the coaſt is cleare. 

Tra. Where's the two Gentlemen ? 

Draw. They have ta'ne 'em with *em. 

Pinc Did they pay the Reckoning. 

D rYaAW., No far. 

Tra. A poxapon you, why did you.notaske *entfor't ?- 

Drew, I dutſt not (ir, for feare they ſhould fay, the reſt of their: 
Company was above. 

Pinc, "Tis right, the Devil's on't, this was your doing Trapheire, 
Will you pay the Reckoning now ?- 

Tra. Not a penny, Ile keepe unto my Oath, throw- who ſhall dip - 
or pay if you will. ns [Townſh(ft throwes, 

Pinck. Here's Dice, throw-—twelve, hang ye Raſcall [_Pinc.chro, - 
Now my Chance —tis paſſable——throw, [[Droawfthrowes. 

Draw, Mine is the worlt, x 

Tra. But mine's the worlt of ail — Sirrah Boy will .you take 
this Cloake for your Reckoning ? | | 
Draw. I know not fir whether I hall or-not. . 

Tra. You ſhall not fir, now, you know, as long as {ach Spankers - 
laſt ; what's topay? [ſhews bus money, . 
Drew, But thirty ſhillings fir... 


| Tra.: 


> OO WD OC. > vos _—_ 


W462 er eek. 


8 © The Scots Figgarier, 
Ta, Death! but thirty ſaieſt thou? well, there 'tis ; 


I hall beeven with ſome $ody. | 
Town, Why, this was handſome Trapheire, Exeant, 


Enter 2 or 3 Servitors, 


Ser, Make roome for the Magiitrates ; 


The Pcifoners [Enter Do-mnch,Surchold, Reſolation,Scare- | 
There [ foole, Jocky, Billy, Smalifaitband his wife, 

Do. Which are ["Sooneyul'd and bus Wife, eAnything, 
The Priſoners ? [_ Downfall, Worn. ont, Seminary, Pubs 

Keſol, Thele fir, [_{1que Notary. © 


Joc. Bil. Mercy,mercy, Maſter Judge. 
Sare. What are thoſe ? 
Keſol. The ſubjeRts on the which theſe Villaines praftis'd theis 
ſubtilties and deceits3 firſt, I ſhall tender my Charge 8gainſ 'em, 
then produce my evidence. . 
Doe. Very well, very well, proceed. 
Reſol. In briefe (Sir) then they have infeRted moſt 
Part of this Nation ; here's a thing, 
A man of Reputation once, and bore [ Pointing to Smal, 


A place amongſt you. 
Szre, ] do pitty him. 
Reſol. And now is fit for no place except Bedlam : 
Here js another, a man you would think [ro Anything 


T he Devill could not werke upon, and yet 
Theſe Scotch ones have. The Lawyer, father of 
Contrivances, is noos'd in one himſelte z 
He cannot ſtand without his Crutches, and 
His head's ſo light his noſe is every minute 
Ready to touch the ground. 
Sure. What is that Gentleman ? [ToWorwont, 
" Reſet. Do you conceive him one ? have they left ought 
'Upon him like a Creature? may weſweare 
He is a perfe& man, no Ghoſt ? *tis hard. 
The hurryings he has had with ſleepleſs eyes, 
Continuall — Bleedings,what not, 
That they could but invent to bring him low 
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He's all's left of a Courtier, and deſerves 
Your pitty; there's no double doores betwixt 
His heart now, and your eyes ; he's {@ tranſparent 
= my lee —_— = 2 _ theſe _ 
tave br t to this,but all t ant e 

Both Commen ſort, and G . the 

Do. What ſay you for yourſelves ? 

ow. Bil. Mercy, mercy, mercy, wees leove tha Angliſh mickle 
WCEIEs : 

Sure. Yes, it appeares io ; weele requite your Loves, 
But cannot ſay, with your own Coyne, becauſe 
You never were worth any, but wee'le find 
A way to pay you home. 

Reſol. When they had thus 
Spread their infeRion, they begin to thinke 
Their ſafety would not laſt without the Souldier ; 
And to that end and purpoſe does perſwade 
The giddy Pcople, which they had before 
Diſtemper'd, with their Poyſons, toreceive 
This man of Feather,1s their grand ProteRor: 
They take him, and to Covenant they go; 
Two hundred thouſand pounds ! (a ſum would buy 
Their Kingdome) muſt be raiſed and paid to them. 

Do, Very fine. | 

Reſol. But marke lir the event, 
I am reioly'd to open what they did 
For all this Money, 

Do, Twill do well indeed. 

Reſol. They gave a peeceof Paper, in the which 
Werc {trange things premis'd then, As if that all 
The Courage of the world contrated . were 
In their, and but their Nation, 

Sure. And what found you ? 

Reſo. 1 now proceed to that ; I fonnd *um fir, 
Like Bull-ruſbes, that tremble if the wind 
But blow onthem, they ran and tumbl'd o're 
The necks of one another, like to tiles 
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A ſtorme forces from houles tops; this any thing - | 

But man, who own'd the name of their ProteAor,. 

In the moſt abjze&ſR.manner, and beneath, 

The Spirit of a man, threw at my feet, | 

His Sword, and himſelfe too,on fingle tearmes,, 

Without a ſtroke ; Scarefoole they call him,and 

Tzcy muſt be Citizens or none that feare him; 

A Rat ſhall make-him run to his own Country. | 
Scare, Ife a Gentlemon fir, mind ye me ?- Iſe garge toll me non: 

Contre wy aw me hert gif ye wul.. | 
Swre, Not'in jnch baſis fir, wee'l reſerye youfor- 

Anether purpoſe—take him hence to priſon... 413 R 
Scare, Tha faw Decle fier thot teng. [he #5 varried off. 
Reſo. What thinke you ſir that Papex,colt fo much , 

Is worth in weight? here's one willtell you fir. 

Pab.No. I am a publike Notary by.profeſſion,, 

And gare ſpeake nothing but the truth ; the wager 

Palt on this Gentlemans (ide, the Popes Bull weighed, 

It dewn by much, the ether was not worth 

In weight a Penny loafe. 

Omnes. Ha,ha,ha! 

Sxrg. But what make you here (ir?: 

Sem, Not todoharme fir._ 

Do. Stay not Itere upon , 

Your perill fir, your Bulls bave too long tailes.. 

Sem. I tay but for a winde fir, Exit Seminary... 

Soon. I mult confeſs we bave been much deluded, _ 

Cheated, and Cozen'd by theſe perjur'd Scots,.. 

Under the ſhew of zeale and honeſty. _ 

Lay. Hang 'em Rogues, they complaine they are pillaged, you - 

—— not bare enough firs, you ſhould have taken their skins off 
too, they would have made monſters of ns, but traly my husband is . 
a Naturall man, and I amhis own wife ; I.bope you do not-thinke 
we are otherwiſe than-we ſhould be, ; 

Mrs Smal. I have a kasband here too, helpe his head, he was 
Man once, and I was a Woman, as this Gentleman_the 'Courtier * 
kgew welrnengh, but now Tun nabory, thapks owugt-parkes, 

Fray 
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Pray ſgare'em not, I'm ſure they. would not ſpare me-when time 
was, [6] What I could. ; 

Swre, Take them hence, there will be order ſhortly 
To pack 'em to ſome forraigne parts,they are 
' But Caterpillers, and what place ſoere 
They come at willbe th' worie for't; take *em hence. 

Foe. Bil. A mercy, mercy, mercy. Exennt Scotre. 

Omnes. You have done Jultice. | 

Sure. Y'ave ſcene theſe Scots deſeted,Gentlemen, 
And what d'yon find *em now to be,but Raſcals ? 
Meere Mountebanks, that has inſtead of Cure 
'Bred ſtrange Diſeaſes, and diſtempers 'mongſt you ; 
Juglers, that look'd you in the face, and told 
Youa fine tale, to keepe your ſenies bufie, 


While they did pick your Pockets. _ 
Lay. Our Pockets ay you fir? I, and ſomething elle too, could: 


They have come at it ; but loft, ſoft, two words to & bargain. 
Sure. Maſter Swalffaith, we fhall do what lies in us, | 
Upon your Recantation,to bring 
You into favour with the Common Wealth, . 
And ſeat you as before, as Capable 
Of her Preferment. . 
Smal. I thanke you. 
His wWife.Bleſling on your hearts. 
$#re, We make the ſame profeſſion (ir to yous 
On the like tearmes. You may do much 
Upon the giddy People, by th* example 
Of your own Reformation. 
Any. Sir, I (hall 
Do what befits an honeft man (adus'd ) 
And ſervant tothe Common Wealth, 
Do. And you fir, | 
Are not cxe<mpted here the benefit 
Of favour it you willtake hold of it. 
S 00u6: [ thanke you.. 


Lap. 1, and held it faſt knsband; had I a goed thing to handle, I'd 
make much on't along tyne I warrant = PA 
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Swre. As for theſe Gentlemen here, Maſter D owjifall, - 
And Maſter #orw-oxr, we ſhall do our belt 
To ſet the one upon his legs 4gen; 
And reſtore th' other, though not to his full 
Ability, yet tos health contentable, 
Down. Worn, We are your ſctvants. 
Sure. When all our Minds and hearts are firm)y kait, 
Let the Scot do his worlt,by Sword or Wits Excun, 
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